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ADVERTISEMENT. 


THE CounT or BURN D is the ſccoud 
of a ſeries of the beſt of KoTzzBur's plays, 
which the tranſlator propoſes to preſent 10 the 
Britiſh public. In ſelecting this from among the 
great number and variety of the productions of this 
celebrated author, [he has been principally influenced 
by its tctal diſſimilarity to any of his plays hitherto 
tranſlated, which affords an opportunity of placing 
his talents, as a dramatic writer, in a point of 
view almoſt entirelynew, Sheiruſls, however, that 
notwithſlanding this play varies ſo much in plot, 
incident, and character, from the others before the 
public, it will be acknowledged thet RoTtzsBUL 
remains ſlill true io nature; and that hi preſent piece 
abounds equally with thoſe delicate touches, which 
intereſt, in ſo high a degree, the feelings of his au. 
4itorg and readers. 
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 DRAMATIS PERSON. 
— — 
BROTE IR PrTzR, a Hermit at the Foot of the Alps. 


Hexzy, his Son. 

CUEVALIZR Cuno von HALLwWYL. 

E11z4ABzTH, his Daughter. 

GzxTzuDe, formerly Nurſe to Elizabeth. 

Count HuGo von WzzbixBiro, Governor of 
Arles. 

Guido, 4 Boy. 

MaTiLDA, % Dowager of Burgundy, a Mun. 

CRZVALIEX WATLTIA vox BLONAY. 

BRUNO. | 

Benzrpict, 4 Cooper. 


NrcroLlas, his Fourneyman. 


MARTIN, @ Graxzier, 


Brock, 2 
An o Man. | 
4 Youne Woman. 
A 11tTTL: GIII. 


GuarDs, ArTENDANTS, Pacts, POPULACE, 
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COUNT OF BURGUNDY. 


AG T I. 


SCENE I.—4 woody Country at the foot of tho 
Swiſs Mountains. 75 the Bact- round, on one Side 
a Hermit's Hut, on the other a Chapel, with the Door 
open — tlie Hedge of 'a Garden runs betgucen them. In 
 #ront @ Turf-ſeat under an Apple-tree. 


Pz TTR diſcovered fitting on the Turf-ſeat mending a 
. baſket. HEN RI on the other Side cutting M vod, and 
ſinging. 

Hixzy, 
AN the banners ſtreaming 
In the air around, 
And the weapons claſhing; 
As the ſhrill-hdrns ſound. 

Peter. You ſeem much pleaſed with that ſong. 

Henry, Yes, father. 

Peter. You fing it with much greater pleaſure 
than your matins. 

Henry. Much greater, 

Peter. (ſmiling) Have you not ſear of that being 
ſinful? _ 

Henry. No, father. I cannot ſuppoſe it ſinful. 
Why the ſong 1s as great a favourite of your's as of 
mine. co” 

Peter. How came you by that idea? 

Henry. If you ſing a non your countenance is 
caſt down, and your eyes look melancholy; but 

Az when 
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- "when you fing the battle-ſong at Morgarten, or the 
ſong of victory at 2 h, your cheeks glow, and 
. your eyes ſparkle like the tapers before the holy vir- 
in, 

. Peter, You have been very obſervant. 

Henry. And farther, You have a hymn about the 
ſword of juſtice and armour of faith, and you are 
more fond of ſinging that than any other hymn, be- 
cauſe of the ſword and armour being introduced. 

Peter. (ſmiling) The rogue! 

Henry, A ſword is a noble thing indeed—as to 
the armour that may well be diſpenſed with. 

Her. What do you mean, brave youth? 

Henry. Was the chevalier Erlach in armour when 

he fought at Donnerbuhel? (He flouriſhes his axe 

* RO his head.) Ha! methinks Lhear the bugle- horns 
ound! 

Peter. And the Swiſs at Morgarten— they wore- 

linen frocks. | | 

Henry, True, father; and the fifty exiles, when 
they hear of che dangers of their native country 

Peter. And come and entreat only for permiſſion 
to ſhed their blood upon the borders— — 

Henry, How they roll and fling great ſtones upon 
the knights and lords — | 

Peter, Do you not remember, alſo, Rudolph 
von Erlach at Laupen ? / Rs 

Henry. How evuld I forget him! I ſee him now 
bearing the ſtandard of the town of Bern—I hear 
Him call, my friends, the viftory is ours“ — 
There he falls upon the enemy with a troop of cho- 
ſen young men I- young men, father --- Ah, I was not 
among them! x 

Peter. (laying afide his work and riſing up eagerly) 
But all thefe were nothing compared with Arnold of 
Winkelried. 

Henry. Aye, father! As at Sempach he bid de- 
fiance to the foreſt of ſpears 5 5 8 5 

Bitter. And exclaimed to his companions, © 7 


will force your @ paſſage !* 


Henry, 


- ripe? 


7) 

Henry. Take my wife and child into your pro- 
tection !” 

Peter. How he ſeized the pikes in his arms ! 

Henry. And ſqueezed them to his breaſt—— 

Peter. The confederates ruſh over his dead body: 

Henry. The enemy preſſes upon the rear 

Peter. The knights are trampled to death in their 
armour ! ; F244 

Henry. There lies the ſtandard of Tyrol 

Peter. Here the banner of Auſtria 

Henry. Duke Leopold falls! 

Peter, They fly! 

Henry, Huzza! they fly! 

Peter. (checking himſelf”) You rogue! Whither: 
are you enticing anold man? Go, go, cut wood, and 
leave me to mend my- baſket quietly. (Hie fits down 
again.) | 

Henry. (flanks back to hiswork ). had almoſt as lief 
lay my bones in the charnel-houſe at Murten. 

Peter. What are you muttering there, boy? 

Henry. Should I meet Tell and Stauffach here- 
after, and they ſhould aſk,. © Who. art thou? —1I 
muſt anſwer, © A Sie. And what exploit haft 
thou performed worthy. of” @ Swiſs ?''———* Taught 
mar mots to dance.” | 

Peter. Who tells thee that thou art a Swiſs? 

Henry. My heart, my thirſt for glory! 

Peter. Have patience, my fon! Your hour will 
come. | 

Henry. A hngering hour; flow in its progreſs as 
old Gertrude herſelf. I have an earneſt wiſh to run 
and meet it half-way. 

Pe ter. Look at the apples on this tree; are they 


Henry. Not yet, bub they will be ſoon. 
Peter. Sweet fruit to thoſe who can wait for them. 
Henry. Why do you fan a flame in my boſom, 
which can find no nouriſhment in this wilderneſs; and 
hi ch, therefore, only conſumes me? Why do — 
te 
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tell me ſo frequently of battles and tournaments, 
that knights and courſers are by day and night con- 
ſtantly dancing before my eyes: — As often as I hear 
our old horſe neigh in the ſtable, I ſtretch forth my 
hand to ſeize a lance, but lay hold only on a pater- 
noſter. As often as the watchman on the tower blows 
his horn, I catch at a ſword, but only wield a hatchet. 
I never read of any illuſtrious action, but the blood 
ruſhes to my heart, and the water to my eyes. I 
ſigh to claſp to my breaſt every brave knight whoſe 
name I ſee on record, and would gladly cleave the 
ſcull of every ſcoundrel with a battle-axe. 
Her. All this is as I wiſh. 

Henry. But wherefore, and to what purpoſe is 
all this? Have you inſtructed me in ſo many branches 
of knowledge, only to fing the herdſman's ſong with 
our peaſants -- When a Bees is ſufficiently trained 
for the chace, he muſt no longer be kept in the cage. 
| Peter. As long as he has the hood over his eyes, 
he is ſtill too young to be brought into action. 

Henry, Tell me—How old am I? 

Peter, You are turned of eighteen years. 

Henry. Look here, father. (He cleaves a block 
with one ſtroke.) How old was the youth who aimed 
this ſtroke? Do you think the ſcull of an enemy is 

harder to cleave than the trunk of an oak'? 

Peter. Strength is appropriate to youth, Theſe 
willow rods are full of ſap and vigour ; yet they are 
pliable. Obedience is an ornament to boys. 

Henry. If you wiſh to flack the bow, it muſt be 
wetted. Give me herbs to cool my blood, | 

P:ter. Go, try your courage among bears and 
wolves. 17 | 18 

Henry. They are but petty robbers ſo long as 
men exiſt. Let me go to the caſtle, chevalier Cuno 

has long wiſhed to have me as his Page. | 

Petzr, Will you leave your old father alone in 
this wilderneſs ? 

Henry. You are a holy man; the whole country 
| round 
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round honours the pious brother Peter: who would 
harm you? | - 

Peter. Enough Henry, to be the chevalier Cuno's 
Page would, not be a proper ſituation for you. 

enry. Not a proper ſituation! And wherefore 
not? Is not the family of Hallwyl honourable and 
illuſtrious? Who am I, then, that I ſhould be 
aſhamed of learning the uſe of arms under the cheva- 
lier Cuno? | 

Peter. Enquire not about things which time only 
muſt develope. Youth may be allowed to bear ar- 
mour, but muſt not be entruſted with a ſecret, 

Henry.” Father, wherefore humble me? Am I 
the heir to an illuſtrious name, why withhold from 
me my treaſure? | 

Peter. To truſt it in your hands at preſent, would 
be eventually co deprive you of it for ever. 

Henry. Riddles continually riddles. Where- 
fore has the father no confidence in the ſon, that he 
has flown from the field of honour into this deſert, 
and exchanged the coat of mail for the hermit's cowl? 
Does power compel you to this? 

Peter. And what if thau haſt gueſſed the cauſe? 

Henry. Then give me a ſword, I will revenge 
your wrongs! 

Peter. f thought as much. No, my ſon, revenge 
ereeps after vice; it has only wings to overtake vir- 
tue. The wiſhed-for hour draws on. 

Henry. Permit me in the mean time to travel in- 
to foreign countries, that thraugh great achievements 
I may become worthy of devoting myſelf to be your 
avenger. | 

Peter. Alas! in the midſt of worldly tumults, 
thou wouldſt forget thy old father and his ſolitude. 
Henry. You cannot ſpeak that ſeriouſly. I love 

g You, and the ſolitude in which I have been educated; 
I love the apple-tree which you planted on my ſe- 
cond birth-day, and the grave over which you ſo 
often weep ; 1 love the foreſt-ſtream where we bathe 

t in 
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n ſummer, and the garden where the vegetables 
have thriven under my hands. But more than all 
loveT the young lady Elizabeth, who has grown up 
by my fide like a young pine, and whoſe cheeks are 
tinged with the roſy glow of beauty, like the win- 
dows of her caſtle when they reflect the rays of the 
ſetting ſun. The old ehevalier Cuno is alſo dear to 
me, for Elizabeth calls him father; and often has he 
ſuffered me, as a boy, to play wantonly with his 
beard. Neither. muſt old Gertrude be forgotten, 
whom many a time I have turned into ridicule, as a 
reward for the excellent rolls with which ſhe uſed ta 
treat me, Yes, all, all, are dear, are precious to 
me. Far hence into the wide world leads the broad 
path of honour, but the footſteps of peace wind 
among theſe mountains. Only ſufler one wreath of 
laurel to bloſſom round my temples, quickly will 
435 to you, and lay my trophy at Elizabeth's 
eet. 

Peter, Attend to thy cabbages, and if thou art 
too warm, cool thyſelf in the foreſt ſtream, till the 
hour arrive that ſhall call thee to higher cares. Who 
knows with what rapidity that hour may be drawing 
on? — but a ſhort interval, perhaps, may paſs, ere 
thy fate ſummon thee hence. Poſſibly even before 
the leaves fall from theſe trees. My baſket is fi- 
niſhed ; thy loquacity has occaſioned thee to neglect 
thy work. There is ſtill abundance of employment 
n the garden. When thou haſt finiſhed cleaving thy 
wood, come thither to aſſiſt me. 


SCENE II. Hzver alone. He looks after his 
Father, ſhakes /:is Head, and continues his Work, 


Obvious enough! he has emptied the glaſs himſelf, 
and now'has no idea of what is ſuffered by thoſe 
who thirſt, Reſt! it is indeed a cordial to old age, 
but *tis the bane of youth. Oh that the wood in this 
foreſt were of a tougher nature, that greater ſtrength 

might 


n; 


might be required for cleaving it, or that — (. 
Hooks up) But hold ! by heaven I ſee the young 
lady Elizabeth herſelf ſkipping down the rocks.--- 
Ah, God knows how it is, buc the moment I ſee her 
I am eaſy and ſatisfied. See, ſhe bounds from ledge 
to ledge like a chamois old Gertrude follows flow- 
Iy, and holds cautiouſly by every twig upon which 
ſhe can lay her hands. Shall I play the damſel ſome 
trick? I am ſtill her debtor for throwing a large 
ſtone into the pond, and wetting me through and 
through. Where ſhall IJ hide myſelf? ——1n the 
tree. (He throws away his axe, and climbs up inte 
the apple- tres. 


SCENE III. Erz AZ TH bounds pon the Stage; 
and looks about very inqui/itively. GxRTRUDx is 


heard panting at a Diflance, and ſoon after appears. 


Gertrude. For God's ſake, young lady! pray 

don't run ſo faſt ! J am quite out of breath. 

| Elizabeth, Reſt here, then, dear Gertrude. 
Gertrude. I thought as much! I may always reſt 
here, Why here in particular? 

Elizabeth. It is a charming ſpot. 

Gertrude. Charming! I never could find that 
out !——Why the towering pines ſtand ſo thick, 
that the bleſſed ſun can ſcarcely pierce through them. 

Elizabeth. Well; and therefore it is cool. 

Gertrude. Yes, truly, as the cellars in the caſtle. 
Do you think my blood boils in my veins like your's? 
Your's is as reſtleſs as the loaches in our brook, 
and gives you a thouſand feet, like the wood-lice in 
the old vaults. You muſt have fallen down from the 
rocks and broke your neck a hundred times before 
this, if ſome good angel had not watched over you. 
Scarcely does the day begin to peep above the caſtle, 
but you are on the wing, forget your ave-maria and 
roſary, ſwallow your breakfaſt as if it were a bitter 
doſe of phyſic, and then begin teazing me and aſking, 
Gertrude, ſball tue not go and take a walk?” © Ah 

dear 
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tay young lady, ſays I, this nafty cough “ Ok 
the Gelb 5 ul do you good” — 7 3. net ſaid my 
matins , You will pray. more ferventiy under the 
open canopy of heaven — and then I am pulled by 
gown, hurried, and dragged away. | 
Elizabeth. Don't ſcold, good Gertrude! 
Gertrude. And whither am I hurried? Whither 
am I dragged?! —— Always to this ſpot. Sometimes 
the ſtory is, Gertrude, hall we go into the garden? 
Well, ſcarcely are we there, and I perhaps am flop- 
ing to pick a few currants, but pop the bird is out 
at the little gate in a moment, ſkipping like a goat 
from rock to rock, bounding like a ſquirrel from 
tree to tree, and before one can be aware what is in 
the wind, tis all the ſame, gotten to the ſame ſpot, 
and poor old Gertrude may call after her in yain, 
till the is hoarſe. | 
Elizabeth. Have not you done ſcolding yet? 
© Gertrude, Tell me: do you ſuppoſe ſome treaſure 
lies buried here?---You are to be pe not an every- 
day child Why do you look about ſo anxiouſly ? 
Why do you turn your head this way and that 
way, like a thruſh at a cherry-tree? | 
Elizabeth. Don't you comprehend, wherefore I 

come hither ? I come to Jook for herbs, 
Gertrude. But they thrive better on the mountains 


than in the valley. 

Elizabetk. Why here now is*Solomon's-ſeal, that 

rows only in the ſhade! and here's ſpeedwell and 
Fred for my father's broth. 

Gertrude. Yes, indeed, and poiſonous wood-ane- 
mone; will you carry that home for your father's 
broth ? and dandelion wo, do you ſuppoſe that grows 
only in this ſpot ?—Young lady, young lady, dande- 
lion is a weed, and the young. fellow that lives 
here is alſo a weed; but you are the ſweet marvel-of- 
Peru, and ſhould be content modeſtly to bloſſom un- 
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ſeen, that both God and man may have joy in 
ou. | | 
, Elizabeth. What do you mean by all this? 
Gertrude. See there — poor child, ſhe does not 
underftand me- But I'll ſpeak more plainly. Yon 
run after Henry, the young fellow that lives here— 
Do you underſtand me now ? | 
lizabeth. Fye! fye! Gertrude. | 
Gertrude. Fye, indeed! fye! ſay I—Satan hys 
his \ for innocence, but your father ſhall know 
it all, 
| Elizabeth, With all my heert—I do nothing 
wrong. | 
Gertrude. Nothing wrong ! The unlucky child ! 
—HScarcely can ſhe repeat a pſalm and ſcrawl her 
name, but ſhe muſt be judging what is right and 
what is wrong. Do you ſuppoſe that the devil al- 
ways ſhows his cloven foot and dragon's tail ?!=By 
no means — The honey that Jonathan ſucked from 
his rod was ſweet.— Follow my advice, young lady, 
I mean it kindly ; don't go too near that hut. 
Elzabeth. You are incomprehenſible, Gertrude; 
wherefore ſhould 1 not viſit the pious Peter? 
Gertrude. Why the pious Peter has a ſon, with 
whoſe piety I am not ſo well ſatisfied. The youn 
fellow latel wanted me to f 5 on a Sunday; — 
during maſs, I have frequently ſurprized him taki 
« ſquat at you from beans his 8 150 
Elizabeth. He does not ſquint, he has fine large 
eyes. 
: Gertrude. So much the worſe! Would to God he 
were both blind and lame ! But take heed, young 
lady !—if the chevalier Walter yon Blonay ſhould 
hear— | : 
Elizabeth. What? | 
Gertrude. Aye! aye! You uuderſtand me 
Elizabeth. My deeds and actions are open to the 
judgment of every one ; and what do they concern 
the chevalier Blonay ? 
Gertrude. Your betrothed huſbaud 
Elizabeth. Oh l it is not yet come to that. 
B © Gertrude, 


( #4 ) 

| Gertrude, Ves, but by God's bleſſing it will come 
to that. Sir Walter is a great gentleman, has three 
fine caſtles we ! 14. 
| 2 With all my heart. But: the fun ſhines 
equally upon cotta | | 

, ae Gold — filver—— 

Elizabeth. Can he do more than eat till he be 
ſatisfied ? 

Gertrude. You talk like an ignorant child ; but if 
you were once to fee the gold buckles and chains, 
and the bridal jewels 

Elizabeth. — one ſkip about more nimbly i in 
golden chains ? 

Gertrude, You mult not then. ſkip about at all. 
S004 ml _ with a ſtately in dreſſed ſnoes 
and you ve one ta ſu wn, 
and — to hold —. 15 horſe. pe nie 

Elrzabeth. Kale Don't teaze nel 

Gertrude. Patience, patience, you have not yet 


worn out your child's ſhoes. 


Elizabeth., I tell you I am no longer a child. 

Gertrude. At fifteen years old a young lady has 
{till one foot in the cradle, and often has more oc- 
cafion for leading ſtrings, than when ſhe. firſt at- 
tempts to walk. Go, go home young lady. If 
your father returns from the chace and un not find 

you, he'll immediately begin to ſcold. . 
Elizabeth. That is not true, — 1 My fa · 


| ther is good, and never ſcolds. 


Gertrude. Ves, yes, he is only too good. Go, 


| £9 home, methinks at this moment 1 e ie the horns. 


. Elzabeth.. I willoot go. 


Senad. What will you do then? 


Elizabeth. Stay here and reſt myſelf. 


Sertrude. {peeviſbly) And look ern 


_ Elizabeth. I am tired. (She fits downontheturf- cored 7 
Certrude. Obſtinate child! What can 1 do! 


: g (Aſide), Happily. however, the fellow does not ſeem 


to be hereabouts at #preſent, and therefore there is 
no danger. ..CTo&lizabath) Well, well, reſt your- 


ſilf, for. God's faket; mean time I will 20 it the 
3 an ave-maria. 


. Elizabeth. 


„ 

9 Do ſo, Gertrude Aad pray lik ewiſe 
Gertrude. Yes, yes, there is need 
Tis eaſier to hold an eel by the tail, t 
care of a young girl, (She hobbles out. ) ; 


SCENE IV. ELizaszru, and Henzv from the 


Tree. 


Elizabeth. ( looking” about) Where can he be 
Can the young ſluggard be ſtill aſleep? Shall I 
throw a bough of a tree into the hut? { Henry let. 
an fall upon her from the tree.) What was 
that? an apple ! {She tales it up and examines it. 
It ĩs not yet ripe —( Henry throws another upon her. 
What another! {She ſprings up.) Is any h li7a 
playing tricks with me? {She perceives Henry.] Oh, 
you little rogue ! Down from the tree directly, or 
it ſhall fare the worſe with you! {As Henry come s 
down, Elizabeth haſlily plucks graſs and flowers, auith 
which ſhe fills her apron, and thrqws them handfut a/ 
ter handful in Henry*s face) That is for the firit 
apple—that for the ſecond—that is for liſtening— · 
and that for the tricks you are eternally play ing me. 

Henry. Elizabeth, Elizabeth; hear me, or I will 


. kiſs you! | 4 N 4 * 
ou pleaſe Old Gertrude 


h of that. 
to take 


Elizabeth. Ves, kiſs if 
in in the chapel; and if ſhe only turn her head ſhe 
will ſee * 0 Da Ba | 
Henry. Oh, ſhe won't turn ! s io 
he ber) 2082 
' Elizabeth. Be quiet, or I muſt run into the chapel. 

Henry. (Holding her fa, Run if you can. 

Elizabeth. Henry, I am angry. | 

Henry. No, no, you muſt not be angry. (He 
lets her go.) But why will you not kiſs me? 

» Elzabeth.' Didn't I kiſs you lately, when the 
| brook was ſwoln, and you helped the poor old man 
over the plank? 1 | 

- Henry. That was a long time ago. 

Elizabeth, And again 'when you drew the little 
peaſant boy out of the water, did I not kiſs you ? 

| B 2 : Henry. 
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Henry. Oh, that is ſtill ago than the other. 
Elivabeth. And as often ks You do a good action 
| you ſhall wn a kiſs, 
1 Flenryi T would gla be always "Y 
2p It is not my fault that little boys don” ET int into 
the water every day, or that old men don't want 
more frequently to be * over the Plank. Come, 
then, give me a kiſs. 
Elizabeth. J will not. | | | 
Henry. I know why you won't. © 
Hlizabeth.” Well! and why not? | 
Henry. 'The chevalier Walter von Blonay i a no- 
ble knight. | 
#hzabeth. Hold your tongue cs 2s 
Henry. Dreſſed ſhoesg—golden buckle 
£lizabeth. Henry, I am going into the chapel. 
Henry, Go, gol Ah, you will go thither ſoon 
n to be married to the chevalier Walter. | 
; armory" Old Gertrude has put that i into your 
ea % 
Henry. Is it not true? 
Elizabeth, Why, indeed,” my father has dropped 
4 hint of the kind. 
Henry. And that hint has fallen on your heart. 
| E!'2abeth What concern is that of yours? 
Henry. Indeed—it is no concern of miue. I am 
only a poor boy—l love you, and that is all I can 
ſay.—- When you ſhall be conducted from the caſtle 
to che ſound of clarinets and bautboys, riding on a 
| ately prancer, richly capariſoned, eſcorted by pages 
and running footmen—fuddenly the horſe will ſtart 
«nd ſuort “ What is the matter you will aſk — 
- | Ob nothing, will be the anfwer—* only poor Hen 
= 2 Hing i in The way, who has pined himſel No death.” 
| Elizabeth. (gently reproving him m) Fye, Henry, | 
fye !—That'1s an "Bee po = 2 wad 
H. ( ſobbing t it ſhou prove e! 
Tiasaed. Ak Ak. you weep ! Dear Henry, kiſs me ! 
Henry. No, no, I do 18 wiſh to kiſs you now | 
You will not give it me for love, but only to pay 
me W 1 muſt fulfer. 3 
a  » Blixdbeth, 


* * * 
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Elizabeth. You are a er 1 
3 promiſe me that ? 
En. lle me t e 4 

Elizabeth. Gan will I be conducted — 
vent, than to the chevalier Blonay's armes. 

4 Apart Sd my eyes behold the man, but 
I hate him with 
Elizabeth. For ſhame ! TN man ſhould hate ano- 
Henry. If he ſhould peed * 

' Elizabeth, Would you not tw him out book 
"ew (th Þ ales i» fog. no, Ad" = prince 
en e t bo no, a 9 
at Elizabeth 1 5 es Me) Well, Well, for your 

Elizabeth. No, fas the — at God o ſhow 
kindneſs to A friend i is no exertion, but to refcne 
an enemy, is paying admiſſion. money to St. Fa 

Henry. Spoken like an abbot ! 

Elizabeth. Come, come, be chearful and good: 
natured, Let us look for herbs. 

Henry. I muſt cut wood. 

El Freabeth, I will help you. 

* You help me!—You can ſeareely lift 
the axe. 

Hlizabeth, I—why Lean draw the. large ſword 
which my = ©: at 3 "Rs 1 | 

Henry, Wellt try. e the axe, 

foe aims ſeveral bard $7 cou Sobel he. rapidly 
cleaves ſeveral blacks.) : 

1 7 (fatigued I can make. nothing of it. 

I thought as much; you will cut your | 
Fer, ſee bw ickly I diſpatch my work; 
when Fu are * 10 fide 1 er if I cleave 

Ricuaberh. Have you never. heard,. RD that 
when the perſon we love ſhares. our n + oe 
ons 2 double ſpeed- . Ay. 

Henry. No, Lnexer heard that, but I have 0 | 


doubt that it is true 
Elizabeth. Come and help-, n 
Elizabeth. 


Henry, What kind of 1 


fu) 
+ Blixabeth> $olowon's-ſeal-and ſpeedwell· 


Henry. I do not know then. 
Elizabeth. I will ſhew mw to vou - This f is 
perd well. THADE 
Henry. Oh, that grows here i in abundance. 2 
both pluck eurer h There is a whole: ha for 
Fou. 1. Er battsis N Us c A 


Elizabeth, Fool !—Theſe are night hade and 
erowfoot; they are both 1 M1 
Henry. Throw away rubbiſh and let us 1 | 
If I Would be wounded in battle, then you wy | 
| ſeek for herbs to make me a plaiſter, 
Elizabeth. That would be very proper to le 
but what need ] care whether you are wounded ? 
Henry. Indeed! Would you ſuffer me to lie . 


cout help? 


Elizabeth. There is father Burkard at Fay mo 
naſtery at Einſiedeln; he underſtands ſurgery -- 

Henry. III have nothing to do with prieſta. 

Elizabeth. Take a with then. —It is the part of 
a true houſe-wife to nurſe her huſban. 

Henry. Rights Elizabeth; and 1 will make you 
my bouſe-wife. 

Elizabeth, You make me your douſeowite 2—ha ! 
ha! ha !—and how would you ſet about it? 

Henry. Firft I will travel over Italy and Ger- 
many, into Burgundy and the Valais, there will I 


ſight valiantly, and acquire myſelf a name. Some 


great prince ſhall dub me a knight, and a beautiful 
princeis beſtow on me the firſt trophy iu a tourna- 
ment. Then will I appear before your father, and 
ſay, „Valiant knight, grunt me the mot charming 
lady Elizabeth to e. 
25 zabeth. And if my father grank your. ſuit of 
Henry. Then ſhall ms Camus of the eaſtle be 
fummoned—— NEDSS. 
- | Eligabeth. And ie —— dees i is not 10 be aſked ? 
Henry. (You would not fay 1 | | 
Elizabeth, Who knows't 


W Henry." Ftenderly ] Would you, ſay no: 2 en | 
0 \ Eliabrth. ere WN nen N 
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Henry; Hill mare. tenderly). Dear Elizabeth, 
wore you lay no? »( Blixalelh finks into his arms. J) 


NA! 8 VIV & 


"SCENE ys Enter Gearavo- 10 
34 evg * 

Greene Here's 5 1 * doings, ok 1—Holy 
Peony and ye bleſſed eleven ovine * 

mel! 

1. What is the ation. Gertrude? 
Henry. What is the matter??? 
Gertrude, What is the matter! you aſk what 

is the matter, yaw Rn MF; alter ddl 

have ſeen !-. 

| Bath, Where? What? : 

63, Arerteuds. Wink you not. iel in each . 

arms? | 

Henry. Well, and vas that all ? 

Gertrude. All |—and enough too !— Heaven for- 
bid, fellow, that there ſhould be more !-—Wh 
you. would not carry the e crime turther would — i 

Henry. Crime! 

Gertrude. While I was upon my knees at my de- 
votions, counting my beads, here was | Satan play- 
ing his tricks between you. Wa! 

Elizabeth. Satan has not been 8 1 

Henry. Let it paſs, good nnn know 
| how well I love you. | 
Gertrude, You love me !—yes, as the wolf loves 
the dog that guards the ſheep. . 

1 You. found us in each other's arms; ; is 
not that better than fighting and quarrelling? 

A Gertrude. No, it is not 4. 1—1 bad rather 

you had ſcratched each N an n had 
berg leſs: danger. 

Alisabeib. Danger? 

Gertrude. That you don't LE Wie — la- 
dy that muſt be left to my better knowledge; 
— in ſhort, this very day I muſt tell your father 

Elizabeth. Do, and welcome... 

Henry. Don't be fo ill · natured, Gertrude. W He 
takes up the apples which be had thrown at Elizabeth. Pp, 

Here take theſe—a couple of fine apples. 
| Gertrud: 


{ 20. } 


Gertrucle. Get away with your naſty; ſous crabs. 

Henry. (roguiſply ) Well, well, only ſpare them 
a little of -your age, een. N ae 
enough, I Warrant 

Gertrude. 1 varly believe the . i making 
game of me! 

Henry, Heaven forbid ! ls * my fault that the ap- 
ples are not riper Hold, now I think, of it 
(he in his pocket Here is a fine picture of 
the virgin, exquiſitely coloured—allow me to 
prefent of it to you. 

+> "In 1 will not accept of it—Go, young 


H 7.1.how 's this !—Can 9.6 the ſame 
om country Have 
often related ſo many fine things? 

Gertrude. What have they told you ? Flt 
Henry. That in your youth you were molt 
beautiful girl in all is valley c 
© * Gertrude. Pihaw ! Nonſenſe Il | | 
Henry. That the Troubadours had bead = 
ny a ſonnet upon your fine black eyes 

Gertrude. Who ordered them ? Wy 

Henry. That you always went by the name of 
the beautiful Gertrude—— 

Gertrude. Lo be ſure; God was pleaſed to 4 
vour me with a _ ore | ide 

Henry. That old and young, all gazed ea h 
when you were led out in the dances _ Fo 

Gertrude. Yes, yes, that is true enough. 

Henry. And that you were at the me time ſo 
modeſt and devout——ſq amiable and e e 
ed — | 

Gertrude. (half afide) Oh the little e 1—Is 
it poſſible to be angry with him? rogue! © is 

Elizabeth. (careſſing her) — Gertrude, be | 

d humour again. | 

"£8 Yes, dear Gertrude! be not b with 
poor Henry! 

Blizabeth. I am fo happy i in nen. 


H ier „ 
8 * | Feng 
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Az abeth. Is it a fault to be pleaſed wirh each 
other's company? © 

Henry: iI it 4 fin to love each other ardently ? | 

Gertrude Children, children, you don't under 
and theſe thin of theſe likings and lovi 
Satan ſometimes makes a fine kettle of fiſh, ou 
may be a very good lad, Henry, but nobody 
knows whenee you came, nor whither you may 
go._My Jos ” ly" Elizabeth, on the contrary, 
is, as we all know, the daughter * a noble knight. 

Henry. AYE, nbd my father alſo was Ry 
a 

"Gar, Thy father i 18 * holy other Peter; 
about his knighthood I know aothiog and, in 
mort, it ls high time that you and this young lady 
ſhould be — before any miſchief happens. ; 

Elizabeth. What miſchief can happen? k 
| Gertrude. Go, go home, young lady—you are 

_— ſo mightily quick in coming hither, and- = 

ow in getting awa Wo 7 

8 greens tht ; Ine ! There comes 
a pilgrim along the path through the foreſt. 

Gertrude. What concetn is that of your's He 
does not come on a pilgrimage to you. 

Elizabeth. Perhaps returns from viſiting t he 
holy ſepulchre.—1 "like to hear tories - reign 
countries. 

Gertrude. Curioſity does not become 4 model 
young lady. More is often heard in a fingle hour, 
than can be forgotten through a whole life. 

Elizabeth. Only a moment longer, dear Ger- 
trude'!-—You can have no apprehenſions from vo 
a venerable old man. 


SCENE VI. Bute Buvno in  Pigrin's þ Habit. 


Peng Glory to * Chriſt! 

- Gertrude. For ever and ever, amen 1 | 
Bruno, Can you inform me where brother Peter, 
the pious hermit, lives? „an nen! 
S. You are on the ygry ſpot· W. 
42 


aſtery at * and as I paſſed through 


( a ) 
"Bruns. Thanks, thanks I come 2 11 
the 
neighbouring village, I heard ſuch reports of his 
22 and ſan ay. that I reſolved to come round 

to confels myſelf to the holy man. Where 

hal 11 nd him ? 
Gertrude. This youth is his ſon, he will inform vou. 
Bruno. ( carne "i arding Henry with a mixture 
of. joy and 74 H is fon | This youth his fon ? 
( ardently to Henry } Heived bleſs ow, my ſon ! my 
eyes aft 7 ng in beholding you | 5 | 

Henry. 1 think you, venerable old man! but 1 
am not ſo pions as my father. 

2 No ! indeed, that 5 N Me 8 f 

orgetting himſelf as he cont enry 

The — Ars, is Ny into a vigorous tree, 

Henry. Have you had any prior knowledge of me? 

Bruno. Perhaps I bave. 

Henry. You * here before then ? 


Bruno (fignificantly ) I have been often here , 
ways here. 

Henry. Your features have eſcaped my recoltes- 
d no matter !—Can I be of amy ſervice to 
FER Y 

Bruno. Will you ſerve me chearfully ? I 

Henry. Moſt chearfully a of 

Bruno. On ſome far occaſion 1 mays _ 
chance, remind you of your ' promiſe: at preſen 
tell me, where is your father? 

Henry. If pou _ over yonder - hedge you will 
ſee him in his gard 

Gertrude. Go — young lady.—I think I hear 
your father's hunting dern. 

Elizabeth. I am going. Farewell, Henry. 

Henry. I muſt accompany you part of the way. 

Gertrude. There is no KEE ag for that. 

Henry. Only to the place where a branch is made 
in the footpath, by a piece of the rock being torn 
off. —I will help you over it. 


Gertrude. Oh 14 got over it often enough 
without help. 


| Henry 


4 
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Henry. The rain has made the path ſlippery; and 
+ the precipice on the right hand—No, no, indeed 1 
cannot ſuffer you to go alone. 
Gertrude. Is it not wonderful that he is ſuddenly 
- ſo anxious, leſt I ſhould flip down. But I ſmoke 
the matter, Well, well, for this once you may 
' accompany us, but mind, you ſhall go no farther 
than the great ſtone. _ 5 . 
Elizabeth. Farewell, holy pilgrim! and if you will 
viſit us at the caſtle, you ſhall be welcomed with a 
glaſs of our beſt wine. 4 
Bruno. 1 wind wes lady. | 
Henry. You will find my father in the garden. 
( He ſhips off with Elizabeth.) | 8 
6G (to Bruno) God protect you !—Chil. 
gren | Children !don't run fo faſt. * (She hobbles 
after them.) | 


SCENE VII. Bano alone. 


Bruno. Hail to thee, my native country, hail !' 
— The luſty boy is undiſtorted both in mind and bo- 
dy; no puny, fickly plant, like the produce of a 
prince's garden, but a vigorous ſhrub full of ſap 
and ſtrength. Oh Burgundy ! it was fortunate per- 
haps for thee, that he ſhould be thus trained. No 

rieſt has bowed his neck beneath the yoke, no law- 
leſs lave driven the blooming roſes from his cheeks ! 
E hut I forget the £900 old man amid my tranſports 

and ſurpriſe at beholding the youth. Long has my 
preſent embaſſy been wiſhed for, although it now 
comes ſo unexpected. (He approaches the garden 
hedge.) Is that the man ?—He who, delyes fo bufi- 
ly in the earth ?—It becomes him well—yet, {till 
better did the ſword become him — Oh, how have 
age and care bowed him down !—thoſe grey hairs— 
thoſe deep furrows in his countenance—TIs it he in- 
deed ?—my heart } my throbbing heart! Ves it is 
he! (He calls) Chevalier John von Bonſtetten! 


Peter. the garden) Who calls there? 
no. jer John von Bonſtetten! 1710 
Peter. Great God ! who calls ? | 


SCENE 
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( 24 ) 
SCENE VIII. Peter ruſbes forward in great Agita- 
Hon. 


Peter. Pilgrim] Who betrayed my name to thee ? 

Bruno. Don't you recogniſe my voice? 

Peter. Is it an illufion ! — Eighteen years ago I 
ſhould have ſworn it was my faithful Bruno. 

Bruno, (kneeling to him) "Tis he himſelf! | 
Peter. (ruſhing into his arms) Welcome, wel- 
come, friendly voice! — Oh, how ſweetly does the 
unaccuſtomed ſound vibrate on my ear — Riſe, and 
let me preſs thee to this heart, which now beats 

high with youthful ardour ! ew"; 
Bruno. My good old maſter ! (They embrace.) 
Peter. Oh, what a 'variegated ſucceſſion of paſt 
ſcenes does the ſound of thy voice recal into exiſt- 
ence - How is this !—-Where am I !—One well- 
known ſound has changed the events of eighteen 
tedious years into a dream. I ſtand again amid the 


circle of my friends—I ſee myſelf ſurrounded by 


brothers and ſiſters—I claſp my beloved wife in my 
arms 


Bruno, Where is ſhe, that I may pay my duty 


to her? 


Peter. Ah, Bruno! ſhe is no more! long ſince 
theſe hands have laid her in the earth—yon hillock 
covers her dear remains. Eight years did the noble 
Agnes help me to cheriſh, in this wilderneſs, the 
fading A of my hopes. 

Bruno. Oh, that it had pleaſed heaven to prolong 
her days until the riſing of a brighter ſun, 

Peter. But ſay what brings you hither ? 

Bruno. The precious pledge which fate entruſted 
to your care, He {till lives? | 

Peter. He does hve. AV 

Bruno. Arm yourſelf then—away to Burgundy ! 
Peter. Is the uſurper fallen ? | | 
Bruno. He is gone, laden with curſes, to join his 
fathers. | | | 
Peter. 1s then the time at length arrived ?—— 
Bruno. It is, and demands your preſence, * 
© 


„„ % 
do the tears of his ſubjeRts* love daily water the 


grave of the murdered Count. 
Peter, Rejoice, Henry! thy hour is come ! 
Lives Matilda till? 2 0 oo 
Bruno. She lives in monaſtic ſolitude, nor has 
her maternal. heart any preſentiment of the ſtrong 
ties that bind her to the world. | 
Peter. Meſſenger of Heaven I- Aſter long years 
of drought, once more haſt thou ſhed over me the 
bleſſed, dew of hope. Yes, I will leave thee, dear 
wilderneſs—grave of a beloved wife, I will leave 
thee too 0 I thank thee, that thou haſt pro- 
longed my days, for the ſalvation of my native land ! 
me, Bruno, let us to the chapel, there let us 
reſent to the Eternal the offering of a grateful 
— [-and then poliſh once more the armour 
which, for eighteen years, has been conſigned to 
oblivion and ruſt. 


( He takes Bruno's hand and leads him into tlie Chapel.) 
End of the Fin Act. 


ACT II. 
SCENE I. The Scene continues as inthe Firſt Act. 


PzTzz and Baux are digging a Hole in the Earih 
under a Tree, and comverfing as they worn. 


Prrzx. 


I HU'S is he uniformly ; true hearted—ardent 
to do good full of energy—and thirſting inceſſantly 


for renown. _ 15 
Bruno. Was he never ſolicitous to know your 


ſtory f | | | 22 2d 
Peter. Oh yes! he has not been ſparing of his 
' queſtions ; but my anſwers were always enigmati- 


cal. Yet, the idea that he was only my adopted 


* 
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+ ſon, never ſeems to have occurred to hin. Indeed, 


I love him as if he were mine own. 

Bruno. Did you not give him a ſecond life? 
But for your care and kindneſs, he had ſhared the 
deplorable fate of his brothers. N 

Deter. Often has he remarked, that I ſeemed not 
born to lead a hermit's life=that 1 loved rather to 
tell of ſeats of arms, than to recount a legend. Far 
better is he acquainted'with the hiſtory of his native 
country, than with that of St. Anthony, in the wil- 


| derneſs. He loves to hear of Boſo the bold, and 


the crafiy Irmengard—Ah, little does he think how 
nearly related | 
Bruno. Hiſt, hiſt—1I, hear a noiſe—if he ſhould 
be liſtening 
Peter. LiſteningI— Ah Bruno, you come from a 
court, but in this deſert we have no idea of liſten- 


ing, except to the nightingale. Henry is far enough 


from this place, I ſent him to the. lake to angle, for 
I was apprehenſive left, by his queſtions, he might 
interrupt that train of ideas which I ardently wiſhed 
to cheriſh, while 1 ſhould be engaged in this employ- 
ment. But hold, Bruno—do you not ſce the cheſt ? 
Let us deſcend and draw it out—it will be no diſ- 
ficult taſk. (They lift a cheſt cut of the earth.) 
How labour and temperance” ftill renovate that 
firength which age gradually exhauſts ! Troth, 
Bruno, eighteen years ago, I lifted the cheſt with 
leſs eaſe, than at this moment. Sacred depoſit ! 
(addreſſing the cheſ}) J behold thee once more, and 
thou recalleſt. in vivid images to my remembrance— 
the laſt look which I gave thee as I configned thee 
to the earth! My with then ſtood beſide me ſhe 
leaned againſt this tree—the tree is ftill green 


but oh !—(He endeavours to recover himſelf )— 


Here is the key, corroded with ruſt—=we ſhall open 
the lock more eaſily with the axe. ( m ome 
efforts, Petey forces open the cheſt, he flarts back, 
lets the axe' fall, turns away, firikes his hands on 
his forehead, and burns into tears.) 

Bruno. What is the matter, good maſter ?=you 
weep |! 


Peter 


G Hil 


Peter. Ah, Bruno ! The firſt thing that met my 
eyes, was my wife's diamond necklace—take it away 
o you keep it! (Bruno takes it, and is about to 
put it in his pocket, when Peter turns haſtily and 
ſnatches it from him.) No, no, I cannot bear to 
ſee it in other hands! (He preſſes it eagerly to his 
lips.) This necklace ſhe wore when I led her to 
the altar—in this necklace ſhe ſwore to me eternal 
faith—ſwore it in the preſence of heaven !-And - 
moſt truly did ſhe obſerve her-oath—=even to death! 
Oh my beloved, my faithful Agnes, the chain which 
once encompaſſed thy ſnowy neck - (he places it in 
his breaſl. )=Never—no never ſhall it be ſeparated 
from my heart !==( Bruno wipes tears from has eyes.) 
You are moved, good Bruno! 855 

Bruno. I was thinking on all her paſt kindneſs to 
me Twenty 2 ago, when I languiſhed on the 
bed of ficknelſs, it was to her care alone that I owed 
my recovery. 

Peter. That was once only, and twenty years have 
fince elapſed, yet you fiill recollect it with tears 
of gratitude.-But II to whom ſhe was every 

| thing - Ito whom ſhe transformed even that hut 
into a palace !—Oh Bruno, Bruno, what an inva- 
luable treaſure is a virtuous wife! The lapſe of a 
whole century could not efface the recollection of 
her cares, her attentions !--But enough !-—my coun- 
try calls—be ftill, my heart I— Look here—here 
are the ſwathes in which our Henry was wrapped, 
when, in my Agnes' arms, he was reſcued from the 
bloody fcene I- this is the ſeal- ring of the old Count 
— this the drinking cup, with the arms of Burgundy 
d ee on it, out of which I have drank many a 
welcome to foreign princes and lords — There un- 
derneath lies my armour, together with my helmet 
and ſword ; let me ſee whether I am ftill able to 
wield the latter! (He draws it from the ſcabbard 
and flouriſhes it over his head.) For God and my 
1 ! Yes, this arm is not become wholly nerve- 
eſs ! 

Bruns. The name of Henry will triumph over 
bis people-=the ſword will not be wanted. 

C 2 A ter. 
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| Peter. Right, Bruno ! the fon will find the path 
| to'a throne ſmooth and eaſy, when it is every where 
| marked out by the beneficent actions of his father. 

| Bruns: (loking about) My lord, I fee people 


1 coming down the hill. 


Pieter. Let us bear the cheſt into the hut=ſhould: 
they prove the women from the caſtle, there will be 
no end of their queſtions. 

Bruno. They ſeem to be conducting an old man 
between them. | Yr Bren 

Peter. Perhaps the old chevalier Cuno; a Tpirited- 
old man, but ſomewhat loquacious.— What a tor- 
ment is it to be compelled to join in diſcourſe, in 
which the heart takes no intereſt ! Come, aſſiſt me 
to bear away the cheſts (They carry the cheſt ints 
the hut, and exeunt.) | 


SCENE II. Enter Erzazztn, and forn after the 
Chevalier Cuxo and GxrTRUDE. | 


| Elizabeth. (looking after Peter and Bruno) Me- 


thinks I ſee two men going into the hut==they carry 
ſomething which looks like a coffin—but Henry is 
not with them. | 

Cuno. (Hill behind the /ſcene) Elizabeth! 

#1:zabeth. Here, father! | 

Cuno. (entering) You ſkip ard caper about like 
a young colt, which is not modeſt. You are now 
fifteen years old; you muſt begin to be more re- 
ſerved and circumſpect, and walk with ſober and 
meaſured ſteps. | | £ 

Elizabeth. Why as a meaſured ſtep more modeſt 


than a caper ? 


1 Gertrude. To a caper, in dancing, I have no 


| objection. Ss 
17 Cunc. You carry your head fo high, and toſs it 
about ſo careleſsly, that it is in conftant motion, like 
a weather-cock upon a tower. 
Gertrude, And your eyes ! - your eyes they 
| — and thither, like a flame in an eddy of 
1 Wind. f 


r 


Cuno. 
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Cuno. And your hands are flouriſhed about, like 


the ſails of a windmill, 
Gertrude. And your hair hangs wild about your 
neck, like the branches of a pine - tree. 
Elizabeth. One tutors me this way, another that 
how am I to know at laſt when I am right! 
Cuno. A dilcreet young woman muſt not run up 
and down like a hoyden, but walk demurely. 
Gertrude. Muſt not look people boldly in the 
face, but caſt her eyes down baſhſully. 
R Cuno. Her hands muſt be croſſed modeſtly before 
ET. * . 
Gertrude. Her hair, nicely curled, muſt lie cloſe 
to her neck. | 
Elizabeth. (tmpatiently) Gertrude, get yourſelf 
an image carved out of wood. 
Gertrude. Naughty girl l- Am J carved out of 
wood? Many a. good time, in my youth, on gala- 
days, have I carried myſelf fo ſtiff, and with ſuch a 


. dignified deportment, that you muſt have held a fea- 
ther to my mouth, to know whether I even breathed. 

Elizabeth. Gala-days - are not holidays Look at 
the red-breaſt in the buſh, how it hops and twitters ; 
a magple is 2 above, but it does not heed it; 


—is it not true, father? — But, father, you ſeem 
very warm. (She wipes the ſweat from Cunb's 
forehead, and careſſes him.) © 

Cuno. Have I not been obliged» to pant after you 
down the hill ? 1 

Gertrude. That's always the way with her; ſhe 
leaves a part of her clothes on every thorn-buſh ſhe 
comes near. 

Cuno. I cannot underſtand why you have dragged 
me out from my eaſy-chair. 

Elizabeth. Gertrude would not go with me, and 
I am not allowed to go alone. 

Gertrude. Alone, indeed l- When the bee leaves 
the hive, a hundred ſwallows are after her in a mo- 
ment, to ſnap her up. | 

Elizabeth. (drawing Cuno under the apple tree) 
Sit down here, father, lean againſt the tree; I will 
bend down ſome of the branches, that the ſan may 

C3 | not 
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not incommode you.—Is it not pleafanter being 
here, than in the cold vaulted rooms of the caftle, 
in an old leather eaſy-chair 7 While you reft, fa- 
ther, I will go and gather herbs for a ſallad. (She 


ti ps out.) | 
SCENE HL Chevalicy Cuxo, end GINTRUDE. 


Gertrude, Lady Elizabeth, whither are you run- 
ning? 

Cuno. Let her run. 

Gertrude. What! alone? 

Cuno. Children will be children, Gertrude W 
were once young ourſelves, 

Gertrude, But ſhe is not a child now. —_ 

Cuno. Poſſibly : yet ſhe ſtill thinks herſelf fo. 

Gertrude. She runs to her deſtruction. 

Cuno. Where can be the danger in theſe few ſteps? 

Gertrude. One falſe ſtep may bring on a fall, 

Cung, But there is little danger of falling here in 
the valley. 

Gertrude. Juſt the contrary ! There is greater 
danger in this valley, than on the hill. Moft no- 
ble knight, have you never remarked any thing ? 

Cuns, Remarked what? a 

Gertrude. Nothing about the hermit Peter's rogue 
of a ſon? ' 

Cun.. Well what of him? 

Gertrude. Why, that ſhe is very fond of his com- 
any. | 
F Cuno. Hey! how? Has ſhe confided that to you? 

Gertrude, Confide d! — no !--Young ladies are 
not apt to confide ſuch things, Perhaps ſhe hardly 
k:.ows it herſelf, 

Cuno, How came it, then, to your knowledge ? 

Gertrude. Why, noble knight, I. muſt inform 
you, that lady Elizabeth has quite forgotten how to 
fit ſtill; ſhe's never eaſy but when ſhe's gadding 
about. 6 | | | 
Cuno. Well, if it be nothing more than that 

Gertrude. Yes; but what occaſion has ſhe to be 
gadding to this place — The caſtle commands an 

| exten- 
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extenſive and uninterrupted proſpe&t :—towards the 


north is the beautiful grove; but thither ſhe will 
not go—on the ſouth, lies the charming ſlope down 


to the lake; but that won't do neither—to the weft 


is the verdant hill, where the great limes ſtand; 
but ſhe likes that ſpot no better than the reſt 

Cuno. Well, then, whither does ſhe go? 

Gertrude. Why, always eaſtwards, where the 
rocks are the moſt W e and her neck is in dan- 
ger at every ftep ſhe takes —always to this valley, 
where one's ſhoes are ſticking in a bog continually, 
and the ſun can ſcarcely dry up the dews, even at 
mid-day. = | | 

Cuno. Humph! Humph ! 

Gertrude. In the morning when ſhe wakes, Hen- 
ry is always the firſt word in her mouth; and at 
night, when ſhe lies down, Henry is ſure to be the 
A * 

Cunc, (ſhaking his head) Humph ! Humph ! 

Gertrude. If I happen to cook ſome nice ſoup, 
or if any game is brought to the houſe, then the ſto- 
ry is always, Gertrude, well ſave a few ſpoonfuls, 
or a little bit, for poor Henry. 

Cuno. Humph ! Humph'! 5 

Gertrude. And the other day, when the mon ks at 
the monaſtery, where your honour's brother is ab- 
bot, ſent that delicious Italian wine, there had ſhe 
a bottle of it hid up behind her bed. For whom 
is this, young lady ?“ ſays I—ſhe would not tell 
but for whom ſhould it be, except for this Henry. 

Cuno. Indeed; this is enough to create alarm. 

Gertrude. When he gives her a noſegay, if it be 
nothing but daifies, it is never out of her boſom, 
till it is quite withered. -Then the wicked young 
fellow muſt be carving her name, forſooth, on the 
bark of every tree—andeit muſt all come out 
this very morning the graceleſs children=lI declare 
I am almoſt aſhamed to tell ii 

Cuno. Well! —what can they have done? 

Gertrude. Done==why—I proteſt it makes me 
tremble to think of it—— 
Cunc. Out with it at once. 
Gertrude, 
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Gertrude. (crofſing herſelf and fetching 8 deep 
fie) They kiſſed each other. 

Cuno. Kiſſed! hey! how! — That was rather too 
much. 


Gertrude. If the chevalier Walter von Blonay 
ſhould hear of it. 0 © ay 

Cuno. Aye, indeed—She might then die an old- 
maid for him !—and with juſtice too! 5 

Gertrude. My advice would be, to lock her up 
faſt in her own room. | 

Cuno. With her needle—— LNG 

Gertrude, And her ſpinning- wheel 

Cuno. And a holy legend 

Gertrude. And a prayer-book —— | 

Cuno. What can the impertinent fellow mean! 
[He is not even of noble birch. Not long fince I 
thought of taking him into my caſtle as a page, for 
I was pleaſed with his ſpirited, open manners. 
ſuſpected his father to be ſome Knight in diſguiſe, - 
whom adyerſe fortune had compelled to ſeek refuge 
in this ſolitude; and I thought that it would be a 
work of Chriſtian charity, to give the boy a knight's 
education. But when I ſounded the father upon the 
ſubject, and queſtioned him about his former life, I 
could plainly perceive, by his anſwers, that he is 
only it common deſcent, and bears not an open 
helmet“ in his arms. 

Gertrude. Henry is, indeed, a good boy; I can- 
not ſay any thing to the contrary, | 

Cuno. That may be very true, Gertrude ; but he 
muſt leave my girl alone, I will ſpeak to brother 
Peter upon the ſubject; he is pious and prudent, 
and will counſel me impartially, 

Gertrude. Here comes the old man. 

Cuno. Leave us together=go and look after Eli- 
zabeth, and do not loſe fight of her. 

Gertrude. Sight of her !—My eyes, to be ſure, 
are ſound enough; but how can my legs ever keep 


up With her. I. 
SCENE 


An open helmet was the diſtinction of knighthood, T. 
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SCENE IV. PzTxx. and. Cuno.. 


Cuno. God preſerve you, holy man! 
Peter, Thank you, noble knight. 
Cuno. I wiſh to ſpeak a word with you in conſi - 
dence. | 

Peter. And welcome ! 

Cuno. You have a lively, ſpirited boy) 

Peter, Nay, almoſt a man. 

Cung. Yes, I obſerve ſo, indeed! 

Peter. And he feels it. 

Cuno. Somewhat too ſoon. 

Peter, How ſo? | 

Cuno. He runs after my Elizabeth, 

Piter, You joke, chevalier. | 

Cuno. The devil, no. The honour of a 1 
and the virtue of a woman, are things with which 
Cuno von Hallwyl does not joke. 

Peter. How come you to entertain ſuch a ſuppo- 
fition ? ö 

Cuno. He purſues her wherever ſhe goes, and 

they are never happy but in each other's company. 

Peter, This proceeds from childiſh innocence. 

Cuno. They toy, they play together. 

Peter. So do all children. 

Cuno. But they kiſs—is: that, too, one of your 
childiſh tricks ? 

Peter, No; I cannot ſay that. 

Cuno. Conſequently 

Peter, Are you certain of this? 

Cuno. Gertrude ſaw it with her own eyes. 

Peter. They have no meaning in it. 

Cuno, No meaning !---Why, zounds, holy bro- 
ther, are you ſo advanced in years, and have yet to 
learn the 3 of a kiſs ?—If you have been 
all your life chaſte and modeſt, ſo much the better 
for you; but do not take it amiſs, if I obſerve, 
that the young fellow does not ſeem inclined to 
walk in your ſteps. 

Peter, I only meant—— 

Cuno. Be ſo good as to hear what I mean.—l 
mean that, when fire and tow come in ag a 

right 
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bright flame is produced. For this reaſon, I requeſt 
you to ſend the lad away, and the ſooner the better: 
there is a war carrying on in Italy; he can ſerve 
in the Milaneſe army as a foot-foldier. 


Peter. (ſmiling) My Henry a foot-foldier ! 


Cuno. Why not ?-—He is not a nobleman. Bet- * 


ter were it that he ſhould wound the enemy, than 
the heart of an old father, who has no other trea- 
ſure or joy on earth, but his daughter. 


Peter, Be ſatisfied, noble knight! Henry ſhall - 


not wound you. 'This very day we quit our beloved 
valley for ever. , | | 
R Cuns. No, no, don't ſay ſo II did not mean 
that 

Peter; Without this occurrence we had departed. 
— Though grateful for your hoſpitality, we muſt, 
nevertheleſs, leave you. | 

Cuno. Do you ſpeak ſeriouſly ? 

Peter, We follow whither our fate calls us. 

Cuno. Indeed, holy brother, you announce evil 


tidings. Your -preſence has brought a ble ſfing up- 


on my houſe, and I ſhall part with you moſt re- 
luctantly. But what can call you ſo Tuddenly from 


this calm retreat ?—Have any of my vaſſals offended 


you; tell me, and he ſhall ſmart for it. 


P:ter. No, my lord. To your goodneſs alone 1 


am indebted, that the bleſſed balm of peace hath 
ſoothed my ſorrows for-eighteen years. Was any 
thing wanting to me, I received inftant affiſtance 
from your hands—that I can never forget. In pow: 
ticular, when my poor wife was attacked with a 
lingering ſickneſs, your kitchen, your cellar, were 
open to me-=-day and night were you yourſelf at her 
bed- ſide; her couch was moiſtened with your tears--- 
your tears flowed over her grave---Qh, the recol- 
lection will live for ever in my breaſt. 

Cuno. You melt me, holy brother - Ah, you 
know well that Iam poor myſelf, elſe I had will- 
ingly done much more. | 

greater. 
F heart, 


Peter, My obligations to you are the 
A morſe! of bread, given with warmth o 


is a treaſure, which the rich man ſeeks in vain in 
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not continue unrewarded ! $ | 

Cuno. You have repaid me a hundred-fold with 
ious prayers and wholeſome counſel. But, remain 
ere, Peter.-We are both advanced in years, why 
would you leave me? An old tree, cannot root itſelf 
again, if tranſplanted into a foreign ſoil. - Friends, 
long accuſtomed to each other, ſhould not ſeparate 
in their declining years, fince it is no eaſy matter 


b 


to attach themſelves to new connections. 


„ his filver cheſt. By heaven! your kindneſs ſhall 


If you no 


longer like this valley, come and live with me in 


the caſtle. 
Peter. Tis impoſſible ! II muſt depart. 


Cuna. Have you enemies who purſue you? In 
the caftle you will be fafe. 
Peter. Oh, chevalier— The grave of my Agnes 
would chain me to this ſpot, even more firmly than 
your entreaties But here I muſt not ſtay.— Love 
lord, ſoon will you learn the 


and duty I- Ah, my 
- circumſtances whic 
me again into the tumults of the worl 


alone could have 


3 to draw 


Cuno. Well, heaven be your guide. You are a 


Peter. This very hour. 
Cuno: So ſoon 1-1 could have wiſhed to furniſh 


pey. 


wiſe and experienced man; you know beſt what is 
your duty. When do you leave us? | 


you previouſly with ſome neceſſaries for your jour- 
I have this morning killed a fat deer —ſuffer 
it to be roaſted for you. 


Peter. I thank you; but we have need of little. 
* SCENE V. Enter Henzy with ſome f/b. 


Henry, Father, the ſun ſhines ſo very bright to 


Cuno. Perhaps ſhe is. 


Henry. Where? where is ſhe !—-There,; 
take the fi ſh, 1 muſt 440 


day, that the fiſh will not bite. Godſ ave you, my 
lord I- the lady Elizabeth with you? 


atner 


Peter. Stop! Ihave ſomething to ſay to you. 


Henry. Is it in haſte ? 


Peter. 
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Peter, Extremely fo! | 

"Henry. Speak; then ! WY; RO 

Cuno. I will not interrupt you. Holy brother, 
farewel till we meet again. You will not leave my 
domains, without our drinking a glaſs to your good . 
journey. | | Wy 

Peter, Every moment of delay were treaſon 
againſt my native country. "'P 
Cuno. Go, then, and God be your protector! 
It grieves me much to loſe ou! When at a 
diſtance, forget me not in your prayers ——Fare- 
wel !——-but no !-—we will not ſeparate yet; I 
will ſeek my Elizabeth, and then return, 

[Exit. 


SCENE VI. Pzrzz and HIN Ar. 


Henry. What ! was he talking about ſeparation, 
and a glaſs to our good journey? 

Peter. We muſt depart. | 

Henry. (fixes his eyes upon him earneſtly) Father 

Peter, Well ! 2 

Henry, What has happened ? 

Peter. Your wiſhes are accompliſhed, 

Henry. What. wiſhes ? | 128 

P:ter. You wiſhed to depart hence, and ſee the 
world. | | 

Henry. And I am to do ſo? 

Peter. This very day! | 

Henry. You jeſt, father. | | 

Peter, I ſpeak moſt ſeriouſly, The pilgrim hath 
brought me tidings —— | 

Henry. Of what ?—— let me hear. 

Peter, Commotions have ariſen in my -native 
country; which requires the aid of my arm. ä 
Henry. Your native country I am aſhamed 

that I muſt aſk, which is your native country? 
Peter, We are going thither, | | 
Henry. (with encreaſing uneaſineſs) Indeed. 
But, father — during our abſence who will take 
care of our houſe and garden ? 1 
| ter. 
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P-ter. We ſhall have no r need of them. 
Henry, The but will fall into decay=and the 


garden be over-run with weeds. 
Peter. You ſay true! 


Henry. Were it not better that I ſhould remain 


behind, and keep all things in order ? 

Peter. How !-would you ſuffer me to depart 
alone ? / 

Henry. I am fo very young—your countrymen 
will have no confidence in me. 

Peter. But I-II ſhall have occaſion for a ſpirited 
youth, who may fight by my fide in battle, and 
learn of me to conquer or to die. 

Henry. 'To die ! 

Peter, Why not !-—To learn to die, is the grand 
purpoſe for which we were born; and dying, we 
aſſume the office of inſtructors to each other. 
feebleſt old man becomes, in death, the tutor of the 
moſt vigorous youth. 

Henry. You ſhall not fall. (Laying his hand on 
his breafl) This ſhall be your ſhield. 

Peter. Right, my ſon—you ſee that I was right, 
when I ſaid I could not do without you. 

Henry. Oh, no, I muſt go with you, 
when ſhall we return? 

Peter. Never 

Henry. Never !-—Surely you cannot mean fo? 
— The commotions cannot laſt for ever. We will 
fight valiantly till the approach of winter ; then re- 
— and reſt from our fatigues, under our humble 
roo 

Peter. Henry, what do theſe words import 7—1 
do not underſtand you - But this very morning, 
every hour you ſpent here, ſeemed irklome to you 
— only this morning you importunately required 
permiffion to wander abroad ; and now I meet your 
wiſhes half away, you conſider your obedience to 
me a mighty ſacrifice. 

Henry. Father, I ſcarcely know myſelf what I 
mean I cannot account for my own feelings. 
But you are wiſe and experienced—explain to me, 
if you can, how it is, n one moment the bound- 
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leſs univerſe ſeems tos narrow for my defires, and 
the next, I would not exchange this hut for the im- 
perial throne of Perſia; | 


_ Peter. Habit . ! 
Henry. Be it what. it will, you muſt promiſe me 
a ſpeedy return, or I ſhall not be able to ſurvive 


o 


the firokes * | | 


Peter.. JI cannot make promiſes. | 

© Henry, You are my Lind, my honoured father 

gledly would I obey you---moſt gladly---but--+I muſt 
confeſs freely the lady Elizabeth - is much too 


dear to me . 


Heter. What cobhrern is the lady Elizabeth of 
. | 

Henry. A moſt important one:—She has I know 
not hoy—twined herſelf round my heart—W herever 


Tam, there is ſhe ftill preſent with me—whither-- 


ſoever I go, her form ſtill hovers before my eyes. 


In the foreſt, ſhe lurks behind every tree—in the 


Hut, I ſee her in every corner. I lay me down to 


lee p, ſhe ſits. by my bed-ſide—I awake, and find 


her ſtill watching there. | | | 
Peter. Diſtance will remove theſe fancies. 
Henry. Ah, If I were already at a diftance—but 
o not be angry with me, father I cannot go! 
Peter, Henry, when I tell you that there is a 
perſon living, to whom nature has given much ſtrong- 
er claims upon you, than this girl can urge—wher 


T tell you chat you have a mother 


Henry. A mother — does not yon earth then 
cover her remains ? | 5 Free 
"Peter. My Agnes was only the preſerver, not the 
author, of your exiſtence. Agnes was the faithful 
guardian of your childhood: but ſhe who gave you 


o 


birth ſtill lives. 


Henry. Still lives! Who am I, then Did you 
divorce my mother, and take another wife, or are 
you not my facher? N 

Peter, If care and love might give me a juſt claim 
to that title! | | 
Henry. Otherwiſe not? 

Pieter. Otherwiſe not 6 

" 8 Henry. 
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Henry. Oh, heavens l you rob me of a father 
whom 1 love, to give me a mother whom I know not! 

Peter. Haſten to her arms, | 

Henry. I have no inclination—no wiſh to ſeek 
an unknown mother !--Oh, for the love of heaven, 
continue to be ſtill my kind father I have been fo 
long accuſtomed to call you by that name, to love 
you with filial affeftion—and can I now ſurrender 
my whole heart into foreign hands! 

Peter, Into a mother's hands, ; 

Henry. That may found well, but (pointing to 
his heart) it is not anſwered reſponſively here. My 
mother I have never ſeen—never by affection's ties 
has ſhe chained my ſoul to her's Can ſhe, then, 
urge any claim upon me, half ſo forcible as your's r 

Peter, The rights of nature nd 

Henry. Nature ! nature I— Ah, I know not what 
that means !—Did you enter into any compact with 
Nature, to gain my heart ?—Can I love any mother 
more than I love you ? - more than I love Elizabeth} 
Good heavens ! am I in one hapleſs moment be- 
come an orphan! No, no, you are ſtill my fa- 
ther——in compaſſion let me think ſo, or the next 
itream muſt end my cares. | 

Peter. Be comforted, I will remain your father 
as long as you ſhall wiſh to conſider me in that light. 

Henry. That ſhall be to the lateſt period of my 
life l—as long as one drop of blood 

Peter, Well, then, the father may command obe- 
dience from the ſon:— make yourſelf ready there- 
fore to depart. Before the ſun ſhall ſink behind 
the hills, we muſt quit this valley. 

Henry. Without bidding Elizabeth farewel ? 

P:ter, You have confirmed me in my paternal 
rights—we have not a moment to loſe—ſoon ſhall 
you know all. [Exit Pxrxx into the Hut. 


SCENE VII. HEZNaT alone. - 


How is this ?—But this very moment every thing 
ſeemed to ſmile around me—and in an inſtant all is 


enveloped in the thickeſt darkneſs l The rocks ap- 
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pear more lofty than before; the valley ſeems more 
confined, and the tow'ring pines ſpread around a too 
extended ſhade ! - My heart is overpowered—=tears 
only can relieve it !=—( Weps). A mother 
what does that imply? — Who will tell me what it 
implies — l have no defire for it myſelf. ——And 
why muſt I go to her ?!— Why cannot ſhe come 
to me ?— Would ſhe tear me from Elizabeth ?--- 
that is not the way to gain my heart=Ah, no !— 
indeed it is not! (He remains fixed in deep muſing.) 


SCENE VIII. Era r fleals in with a wreath 


of Flowers in her Hand; ſuddenly ſbe ſnatches off 
HxRT 's Hat, and puts the wreath on his Head. 


Henry. Ah, Elizabeth ! dear Elizabeth ! 

Elizabeth, (putting en Henry's hat) Don't I look 
like a boy ? 

2 You can be ſportive fill, while I am half 
ad, 

Elizabeth. You half dead let me examine 

you, and ſee how a man looks in that condition. 

Ruddy cheeks —— bright eye 

Henry. Full of tears, 

Elizabeth. Tears Good heavens, it is really o ! 
Henry, are you ill? f 

Henry. Would | were ill! 

- #lizabeth. For ſhame !-——how can you utter 
ſuch an odious wiſh ? 

Henry. Ah, tis fad indeed, when one is driven to 
ſuch a wiſh, But would to God I were ill! for 
then my father muſt leave me behind. | 
Elizabeth. What ſay you ?——Tell me quickly, 
before the old people fetch me away. 

Henry. 11-—— Ah, Elizabeth (ke takes the 
wreath from his head) this wreath will grace my 
funeral obſequies. 

Elizabeth. For heaven's ſake do not talk in this 
ſtrain !l=——You torture me! 

Henry. I muſt depart. 

Elizabeth. Whither ? 

Henry. Hence, into the wide world. 


Elizabeth. 
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Elizabeth, For what purpoſe ? 

Henry. To fight to ſlay men. 

Hlizabeth. What have they done to du? 
Henry. To me, nothing ——nothing at all {or 
me they mig ht all live till the day of judgment. 

Elizabeth. Then let them live, and ſtay here 
with us. | 

Henry. 'That I muſt not do. f 

Elizabeth: But you will ſoon return. 7 

Henry. That is worſe than all-——I muſt return 
no more—— Elizabeth, I muſt ſee you no more. 

Elizabeth. Not ſee me more! Then I ſhall never 
| ſee you again? | Al | 

Henry. Ah! the thought breaks my heart! 

Elizabeth. Dear Henry ! you make me miſera- 
ble! Do not weep —— look at me——]et us talk 
coolly——who will forbid your ſeeing me again? 

Henry, My father! vet not my father —— 

Hilizabeth. Do you talk in your ſleep? 

Henry. He left me but now——Even now con- 
fided to me that I am not his ſon. 

Elizabeth. Heaven forbid!— But, Henry, you 
mult ſtill have a father FN 

Henry: That is wholly indifferent to me, If 
Peter is not to be my father, I want not any other. 
AKliaabeth. Why not! There are many other good 
fathers in the world. Mine for example---if he would 
_ you as my brother ——oh, that were happi- 
nels! | 

Henry. Happineſs !---No, no !---that were no hap» 
pineſs to me; for a ſiſter may not marry a brother. 

Elizabeth. Would you, indeed, marry me? 

Henry. Indeed 1 would ſo dearly do I love 
you much more than you love me. 

Elizabeth. That can never be true. 

Henry. Indeed but it is true — Look at me; 
my eyes are full of tears, my heart is full of ſorraw; 
but you are ftill cheerful.  - [-. 

Elizabeth. Ah, Henry, I think if you really lov- 
ed me ſo dearly—ſo very dearly, you would ſoon 
return. | 

Henry. If it were in 75 power 
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lixaabeth. Who ſhould prevent you? 
Henry. My mother! 
Elzabcth, Who is your mother? 
Henry. I know not !—She is a mother whom 1 
have never ſeen. | 
Elizabeth. Bat certainly a' good woman, fince 
ſhe is your mother. Be comforted, Henry, there 
is my hand— ! will be your wife=your*s, be aſſured 
—3nd your's alone. 
Henry. Do you promiſe me this? 
Elizabeth. 1 do, and moſt folemnly ! 
Henry. But fwear it. 
Elizabeth. How ſhall I ſwear ? 
Henry. By thy patron-faint. | 
Elizabeth. I ſwear. then, by St. Agatha! 
Henry. That you will never marry the chevalier 
Walter von Blonay. 
Elizabeth. Never ! 
Henry. You will wait till you hear tidings of your 
poor Henry ? A 
Elizabeth; Certainly ! Come, then, once more 
be cheerful. | 
Henry. Oh, this is kind——this is generous in 
the extreme But how can I be cheerful Are 
not to part ? | 
Elizabeth. When? | 
Henry. Immediately ! Before ſun-ſet, my father 
ſays we muſt leave this valley. 
Elizabeth. What do you ſay!— part — Ah, 
how thall we part? ; ; 
Henry. You will give me your hand—T ſhall preſs 
it tenderly---you will look at me forrowfully---I ſhall 
werp- you will fay, farewel---I allo ſhall ſay, fare- 
wel---then one will FO this way the other chat. 
Elizabeth. Ah, Henry, this is hard! 
Henry. It 4s hard ! 
Elizabeth. Yet, ſtay with me ! 
Henry. If you condeſcend to en.. eaties—— 
N ſtay with ad 4 | 
Henry. Oh, if you urge me fo !=i——(haſftily re- 
felving) Elizabeth, I remain here. o 
3 SCENE 
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SCENE IX. Enter Peres, 


Henry. Father, I cannot go with you !=-Eliza- 
beth loves me=ſhe entreats—ſhe weeps I am ir- 
reſolute—and—in ſhort—I cannot go with you. 
Peter, Then I muſt tell your mother that ſhe 
has borne a graceleſs ſon. | 

Henry. Say what you pleaſe: He who bears this 
ſainted image in his heart, cannot be graceleſs. 

Peter. And your mother 

Henry. Why did ſhe caft me off ? 

4 128 What, if ſhe have hitherto believed you 
e 

Henry. Then why undeceive her ?-SLong fince 
ſhe muſt have ceaſed to mourn my loſs. 

Peter, How ! would you not confer happineſs on 
her who gave you life? The neſtling twitters to its 
mother 

Henry. Becauſe ſhe brings him a worm to ſatisfy 
his hunger,-But what has my mother done for me? 

Peter. She hath ſuffered much for you. 

Henry. Love, hope, expectation, defire, theſe 
are true life; and for all theſe I am indebted to Eli- 

_ zabeth.—She, then, is really my mother—with her I 
will ſpend my life—to herlove alone devote myſelf— 
Hope as a boy —cheriſh expectation as a youth, and 
fight to poſſeſs her as a man. 

Peter. If your heart be inſenſible to the voice of 
reaſon, think, at leaſt of the paternal rights which 
you ſo lately authoriſed me to aſſume.— Lou ft go 
8 Elizabeth fa 

enry. You ſay, ©* you mu Elizabeth ſays 
nothing—yet her looks ſpeak - and her only can I 


* 
ter. Voung lady, I require my ſon of you. 

Elizabeth, Will you bring him back again ? 

Peter. I can promiſe nothing. 

Elizabeth, Go by yourſelf then — perſuade his 
mother to come hither — tell her that here ſhe ſhall 
find a fon and a daughter, * 

8 — 4 Admirable thought! — es, father, go by 


ur ſe 
" Elizabeth 
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Elizabeth. Your Henry, meanwhile, ſhall want 
for nothin 

Henry. Yalute my mother. 

Hlizabethe And ſpeedily return. 

Peter. I find I am troubleſome to you, young lady. 
Well, then—if your father has no objection 

Elizabeth, My father is a good and pious man. 

Peter. Here he comes. Propoſe the queſtion 


yourlelt. 
SCENE X. Enter Cuxo and GuaTzuUDE. 


Gertrude. Didn't I tell you ſo; on the left hand 
I ſaw her ſlide away behind a tree, and here, to we 
right, we meet with her again. | 

Cuno. Aye! aye! 

Elizabeth, (running up 40 Cuno) Father, the hos | 
ly brother Peter is about to leave us. | 

Cuno. So I underſtand. 

Elizabeth. But Henry muſt remain here; mu 
he not ? 

Cuno. Henry remain here l-—Why ſo? _ 

Zlizabeth, Becauſe I love him fo * almoſt 
as well as Llove you. 

Gertrude. And bawl it aß, as loud: as your pater- 
noſter ! Oh wicked, ungracetul child! 

Cuno. Elizabeth, have you forſworn all feminine 
delicacy ? 

Elizabeth. How do you mean, father 8 

Cuno. Lou ought not to love any man but your be- 
trothed, the chevalier Walter; and you ought not to 
tell even him fo bluntly that you love him. 

Elizabeth. He certainly ſhall not hear it from me. 

Cuno. Henry muſt accompany his father, and you 
mult remain at home in your own room till you ſhall 
be led as a bride to the altar. 

Henry. ( Mournfully)Doyou hear that, Elizabeth? 

—— Do not afflict bee on ny 
da 

Henry. Ah: noble Enight, retain me in | your 
caltle as your meaneſt ſervant. I will ride your 
horſes to water, and feed your houuds,—Dear wy 

trude, 
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trude, ſpeak only one kind word in my behalf 
I will catch ſparrows for your old cat, and clap you 
on the back when you have a fit of coughing. 

Gertrude. My old cat catches ſparrows enow 
without your help. | | 

Cuno, Go, Henry, with your father, as becomes 
his ſon ; here you muſt not remain. 

Peter. Enough, children My hours are number- 
ed. we muſt part. 

Henry. Part !-—Do you hear, Elizabeth? 

Elizabeth. I will hear nothing !-——l will not be 
ſeparated from you. Wy! 

Cuno. You muſt, Heaven proſper you, bro- 1 
ther Peter ! Your departure afflicts me ſenſibly, but 
who knows what Providence may have in view? 
This thoughtleſs girl troubles my mind. - Go, with 
God's bleffing, Peter, and remember me in your 
prayers. ae: 

Peter. As often as I meet with a man of exalted 
worth, I ſhall think of your hoſpitality, Farewel ! 
(they ſhake hands), Permit theſe children to take 
a laſt farewell. 

Cuno. Well, then, take each other's hand. 

Henry. (/cbbing) I ſee this is no joke. Farewel, 
Elizabeth ! 

Elizabeth. (alſo ſubbing) Forget me not. 

Henry. Remember your oath. 

Elizabeth. By St. Agatha. 

Henry. As often as you take a walk hither, talk 
to me as if I were preſent. 

Elizabeth. Remain virtuous—and continue to love 
me! 1 
Henry. In the garden ſtands a roſe · buſi -I plant 
ed it for your ſake water it ſometimes, | 

Elizabeth. With my tears, — 

Henry. I give you my turtle-doves m==feed and 
cheriſh them. 
 #izabeth, Yes, out of my own mouth ſhall they 
receive their food. 1 

Gertrude. The poor children quite melt my heart. 

Cuno. Come, Elizabeth this is enough. 4 
' Elizabeth, Farewel ! 


1 
; 1 
Henry. 
* 
; 1 


1 


Henry. Farewel ! 9 
Cuno. Heaven proſper your journey! _ 
Gertrude. May all the faints protect you! G 
Peter, Oh! let us go l- this ſcene almoſt breaks + 
lizabeth, (as ſhe goes off) Farewel, Henry! 
Henry. (with a . Dae without looking at 
her) Farewel, Elizabeth ! | "\ 
[Exeunt Cuxno, Gzzxrrupr, and ELZABETH»: 
Peter. Pluck up courage, my ſon—ſhew yourſelf 
a man. | 
Henry. If a man may not weep, I will not be a 
man, (Elizabeth returns with a flower in her hand). 
Elizabeth. Henry, dear Henry, roof MA Nor“ 
ee him the flower, and runs out.) | 
enry. Ah ! of what uſe is this flower to me 
To-morrow it will be withered! - (A: puts it in his 
kat) Oh ! that ſhe had given me a handkerchief, or 


Aa ribband ; that would have been more valuable, as 


a laſting relique from the ſolitary bermitage how 
would I have cheriſhed it !—I would have bound it 
round my wriſt, or faſtened it in my hat, and thus 
equipped, would have ruſhed unappalled into the 
midſt of the greateſt dangers, ——Ah ! father, fince 
we muſt no longer dwell among friends, would that 
we were already plunged amid the thickeſt ranks of 
the enemy. 

Peter. Come on then, my Henry !-—Take up thy 
ſtaff; the ſun is even now finking in the weſt : the 
birds begin to warble their evening ſongs, It is high 
time that we depart, 

Henry. Would that we had already left the Alps 
at a diſtance ! — Would that the caſtle were not ſitu- 
ated fo high. that we muſt fee it at ſuch a diſtance! 

Peter. Took only forwards:— Henry, be com- 
forted Time and diſtance combined, ſoon oblite- 
rate the ſtrongeſt impreſſions from the human heart. 


The Flower which Elizabeth gives to Henry, is the 
myoſotis . of Linnæus, familiarly called in this coun- 
try, as well as in Germany, forget me not. This is one 
of thoſe delicate touches from nature, for which Kotzebue's 
dramatic muſe is peculiarly admired, | 


Henry. 
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Henry. Oh no, my father Carry me to the ho- 
ly ſepulchre; tell me that on this ſtone ſat the angel 
of glad tidings---my eyes will fee no one but Eli- 
2abeth. 

Peter. Great things await you, 

Henry. Be they great !---nothing can be too ar- 
duous for me, if Elizabeth is to be the price of them. 

Petgr. The path out of this deſert, perhaps, con- 
ducts you to a throne. 

Henry. You mock me, father. And does one fit 
eaſier upon a throne than under this apple-tree ?--- 
What fy you? Had you your choice with the left 


hand to graſp a ſceptre, or with the right to draw 
your Agnes from her grave, which would you 


prefer? i 
Peter. Young man, thy ſeelings are but che dawn- 


ings of love; but wedded happinels is like the mer i- 


dian fun in ſummerr. 

Henry. Well! —-my meridian happineſs will one 
day come —either Elizabeth ſhall be mine, or no 
one. . 

Peter. Learn to deſerve her. 

Henry. Lead me to battle Fame or death! 


SCENE. Xl. Enter Bruno, with à Bundle at 


his Back. 


Bruno. We are equipped for our journey. 

Henry. Meſſenger of ill-luck ! : 

Bruns. (ſmiling) I, a meſſenger of ill-luck! — 
Oh ! if you knew, young gentleman 

Henry. Deride me not. by 

Brun). I carry far you, in this bundle, the ar- 
mour of a knight. 

Henry. For me !—What mean you {—Speak; 
who am I ? | 

Peter. (interrupting) It is not now the time fo 
explanation.-Have patience, my lon, till evening 


— At the Ian, where we lodge, your whole ſtory 
ſhall be diſclofed. 8 | 


Henry. Yet allow me one more queſtion before 


we 
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we leave this valley : Does my birth favour my 
union with Elizabeth ? 
Peter. (after a pauſe) No. | 
Henry. Oh! then am I miſerable. —Why did none 
of my anceſtors ſee a girl like Elizabeth ? Love had 
then advanced them to the rank of knighthood. 
Perer, There are no obſtacles to your union on 


chat ſcore, The liſts of honour are open to you“, 


let 2 haſten 8 4 Pp 4 
entry. Alas! (the eed ſome ſleps, When He- 
ter flops and ny 150 Pare 2 hut.) 
| Peter. And muſt” I then turn my back on thee, 
dear hut, which for eighteen years has afforded me a 
peaceful ſhelter - and ſhall not one grateful tear be 
conſecrated to thy memory — Shame on the ſhip- 
wrecked matiner who could unfeelingly burn the 
plank which had wafted him in ſafety to the ſhore ! 
— How many happy moments have love, hope, pt- 
ety, and peace, here afforded me !——May light- 
nings and whirlwinds ſpare thy moſſy thatch, and 
may thy roof ſtill continue to afford a frequent re- 
fuge to the wearied pilgrim!— May the turtle-doves 
ſtill coo in the ſurrounding pines, and ſtill ſeek their 
food in my little garden, where no ſcare-crow has 
ever hung to frighten them away !-=But Oh! what 
hand will now tend the flowers which adorn the 
gra ve of my beloved Agnes ?—Agnes Agnes! 
muſt I tear myſelf from thy hallowed duſt ! Go 
on, Bruno, —and do thou follow him, my Henry. 
——— Yet for one moment---one ſhort moment, 
ſuffer me to indulge the feelings of my heart ! 
then ſhall the remainder of my days be de- 
voted alone to Henry and to my country. 
Bruno. Come on, young gentleman !---in God's 
name let us commence our pilgrimage. 
Henry. Ah ! my feet ſeem as if clogged with 
lead ! ——ſhove me onwards, or I ſhall never be 
able to move. 


* Peter means here to inform Henry that he is of knight- 
ly rank; ſince the liſts of honour were not open to pertonus 
of birth. As 

| | Bruno. 


„ 
Bruno. (drawing' a ſword from under his cloak ) 


"This ſword is for you, young gentleman. 

Henry. (caching at it haſtily) For me: 
Bruno, Let me carry it, it will incumber you in 
walking. 

Henry. Old boy, if you ſhould feel yourſelf wea- 
ry, I will carry you alſo.— Elizabeth! Elizabeth! 
I have a ſword. N 


[Exit haſtily, Bxuno following him. 
(PeTtzr Hand, for ſome minutes mournfully contem- 
Mating the hut, then the apple-tree. He breaks a twi 
from the latter, which - he 2 in his hat, then walks 
ſolemnly to the hole whence the cheſt was taken, and ſur- 
veyr it with a fixed look ; he then turns towards the 
grave of his wife, extends his hands in an attitude of 
devotion, and falls on his Enees. © After a ſhort and 
ſilent prayer he riſes ſlowly, and with relutant ſteps 
proceeds onwards ; but often turns and looks back till be 
is out of fight among the trees. } 


Ker II. 


Scenes I. An open Place at Arles, ſurrounded with 
Houſes. In the bacl- ground, the Caſtle of the Counts 
of Burgundy; in Front, a Cooper's Work-ſhop ; 
before the Door, Bexnenpict the Cooper, and his 

ourneyman, NiCHOLAS, at wort upon a Tun. 


Benevicrt. 


OU have rambled over the world, Nicholas ; 
of all the places you have ſeen, tell me, which you 
like beſt? _ | 

Nicholas. Why, look ye, maſter, Arles is my na- 
tive town, and I had rather drink plain ſpring wa- 
ter here, than the richeſt wine in any other place. 
Benedict. Heaven be praiſed! we may now hope 
to get a taſte of wine again on a Sunday. 

Nick. Ah! there's been bad goings on here for 
a long time. 1 


| 
| 
| 
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we leave this valley : Does my birth favour my 
union with Elizabeth ? 

Peter. (after a pauſe) No. | 

Henry. Oh! then am I miſerable. —Why did none 
of my anceſtors ſee a girl like Elizabeth ? Love had 
then advanced them to the rank of knighthood. 

Perer, There are no obſtacles to your union on 
that ſcore, The lifts of honour are open to you“, 
let - 1 2 Pp A 7 

enry. Alas! (the eed [ome ſleps, When Fe- 

ter flops and 8 fates 22 2 hut.) 

Peter. And muſt” I then turn my back on thee, 
dear hut, which for eighteen years has afforded me a 
peaceful ſhelter and ſhall not one grateful tear be 
conſecrated to thy memory !——Shame on the ſhip- 
wrecked mariner who could unfeelingly burn the 
plank which had wafted him in ſafety to the ſhore ! 
— How many happy moments have love, hope, pi- 
ety, and peace, here afforded me !— May light- 
nings and whirlwinds ſpare thy moſſy thatch, and 
may thy roof ſtill continue to afford a frequent re- 
fuge to the wearied pilgrim !-——May the turtle-doves 
ſtill coo in the ſurrounding pines, and ſtill ſeek their 
food in my little garden, where no ſcare-crow has 
ever hung to frighten them away [But Oh! what 
hand will now tend the flowers which adorn the 
gra ve of my beloved Agnes ?—Agnes Agnes! 
muſt I tear myſelf from thy hallowed duſt ! =o 
on, Bruno, —and do thou follow him, my Henry. 
Yet for one moment---<one ſhort moment, 
ſuffer me to indulge the feelings of my heart ! 
—— then ſhall the remainder of my days be de- 
voted alone to Henry and to my country. 

Bruno. Come on, young gentleman !---in God's 
name Jet us commence our pilgrimage. 

Henry. Ah! my feet ſeem as if clogged with 
lead ! ——ſhove me onwards, or I ſhall never be 
able to move. 


peter means here to inform Henry that he is of kaight- 
7 Save: hs Bis of honour were not open to pe 


Brun. 


E 

Bruno. (drawing' a ſword from under his cloak ) 
"This ſword is for you, young gentleman. . 
Henry. (caching at it haſtily) For me? 
Bruno, Let me carry it, it will incumber you in 
walking. | 

Henry. Old boy, if you ſhould feel yourſelf wea- 
ry, I will carry you alfſo.—Ehzabeth ! Elizabeth! 
] have a ſword. ; 

[Exit haſtily, Bxuno following him. 

(PeTtzr Hands for ſome minutes mournfully contem - 
þlating the hut, then the apple-tree. He breaks a twi 
from the latter, which - he puts in his hat, then walks 
ſolemnly to the hole whence the cheſt was taken, and ſur- 
veys it with a fixed look ; he then turns towards the 
grave of his wife, extends his hands in an attitude of 
devotion, and falls on his knees. - After a ſhort and 
ſilent prayer he riſes ſlowly, and with reluctant feeps 
proceeds onwards ; but often turns and looks back till be 
is out of fight among the trees. } 


ACT III. 


SCENE I. An Flace at Arles, ſurrounded with 
Houſes. In the bacl- ground, the Caſtle of the Counts 
of Burgundy ; in Front, a Cooper's 5 - 
before the Dovr, Benepict the Cooper, and his 

ourneyman, NiCHOLAS, at wort upon a Tun, 


Brxevicrt. 


You have rambled over the world, Nicholas ; 
of all the places you have ſeen, tell me, which you 
like beft ? | | | 

Nicholas. Why, look ye, maſter, Arles is my na- 
tive town, and I had rather drink plain ſpring wa- 
ter here, than the richeſt wine in any other place. 

Benedict. Heaven be praiſed ! we may now hope 
to get a taſte of wine again on a Sunday. 


ich. Ah! there's been bad goings on here for 
a long time. fo fn, = „ 


the, ad 


— 


* 


- — — — — — 


— — 


— — — »» — —— 1 tt as 
— — - 
CO Ion 4 
' 


n Ina, ——— 


— 


( -59- ) 


Ben. Yes; Nicholas, and ſo there has ! — verily 
Providence hag dealt kindly with you in not ſending 
you home ſooner, All has been at fixes and ſevens 

with us. f 

Nich. I was but a boy when the wicked Count 

Ulric murdered his good brother, Count Albert. 

Ben. Murdered his brother oh-h-h! {a pauſe.) 
* _ And yet the murderer has died quietly in 
is bed, 

Bin. In his bed he has died. to be ſure—but for 
quietly ! ( he ſhakes his head — for that matter he 
never could go to fleep quietly ; and the prince that 

gors to bed of a night without one good deed to- 
ink of, is not likely to go very. quietly into his 

grave. If I only ſtruck a blow with my hammer in 
the morning, directly there was one of the guards 
from the caſtle at my back “ Maſter Benediò, 
his grace the Count forbids your working ævith your 
hammer, it makes ſuch a noiſe it diflurbs his morning 
ſlumbers.”? Eumph,” murmured I to myſelf, 
can he forbid his conſcience to hammer? | 
Nich. *Tis a wonder you were not driven out of 
your. houſe. 
Ben. Why that was pretty near being the. caſe. 
&« Tour houſe,” he ſays to me one day, © blocks up 
the. proſpett before. the caſlle.”” . Moft noble count 
anſwered I, * hone/ly and diligence are the inhabitants 
of this ſhop : would to God as much. could be ſaid of all 
palaces l- ill buy your houſe of you,” he return» 
ed. I cannot ſell it,” ſays I; * my great great grand- 
father built it; my father repaired it: and I was. born 
and broug ht up in ii. My poor old father is blind, yet 
nevertheleſs he. gropes about this hauſe without danger. 
but if I ſhould carry him into a flrange place, he'd 
quickly fall dogun, and break his neck,” — And what 
anſwer think you, Nicholas, the meft honourable count 
was. pleaſed to make me? Well, ell, ſays he, 
ng hi beard, „and no great harm done, nei- 
ther. | | 
Mich. The, monſter ! 
Ben. In ſhort, all had been over with my poor 
houſe if neighbour Block, the joiner, had not food 
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my friend againſt a parcel of court ſycophants ;- but 
he ſet all matters to rights. 

Nich. Count Albert, God reſt his ſoul! was 
quite another fort of man. 

Ben. Aye, indeed, was he! always ſo kind, ſo 
friendly. Why he'd ſtand here by the hour toge- 
ther, faokiag at me as I was . and if the 
ſun was hot and ſcorching, he would not ſo much 
as ſuffer me to take. off my cap. Many's the good 
time that he has done me the honour of drinking out 
of my filver-cup.—Ah ! heavens! methinks I ſee 
bim now, walking by the houſe with his ſweet lit- 
tle family ſkipping about him, all taking off their 
little caps fo affably to every workman they met, 
nodding familiarly to every fruit-woman, and if a 
beggar aſked charity of em, their hands were in- 
ſtantly in their pockets to relieve the poor crea- 
tures.— Oh, it breaks my heart when I think of all 
the dear innocents ſent ſo unvimely to their graves ! 
Nich. Did none eſcape ? 

Ben. Not one. Ah! Nicholas, on that horrid 
night, 1 myſelf, as I fat in this very houſe, heard 
the dreadful cries and ſcreams of the poor infants - 
from the caſtle, the groans of the dying, the mourn- 
mgs of the ſervants, and the ſhrieks of the poor 
mother. 

Nich. Is the old counteſs ſtill alive? 

Ben. Better were it for her if ſhe were not alive. 
It would not have been half ſo cruel to murder, 
as it. was to ſpare her. The high-ſpirited lady has 
ever ſince buried herſelf in a convent—but huſband 
and children, and the loſs of her former rank never 
ſurely can be forgotten—indeed, as folks ſay, they 
are not forgotten, but ſhe thirſts implacably after re- 
venge.—And truly I believe it. She was a mother 
—I am only an inhabitant of the ſame city, but, 
by God! if one of the murderers ſhould come ia 


my way, I'd ſoon knock him into hoops fer this tun. 
(He works very eagerly”) 


Nich. And what ſay they of the ſon Count Ulric - 181 
; 


has left 2— ls he better than his father? [i 
Ben. He is only as * to be ſure ; but the mw | 
2 e- 


. 


ble is not likely to bear plumbs. As Tong as Count 
Hugo of Werdenberg, the governor, has the care 
* = youth Count Werdenberg is a worthy 
night | 
Mich. (looking at ſome diſtant obje&) Look, look, 
maſter !—how the people are running about there at 
the gates a 
Ben. What is that to us — Some drunken fellow 


I ſuppoſe. 
Nich. I ſee halberds glitter! 
Ben. There's nothing particular in that. The 
caſe is not now as it was formerly, when even the 
. wonthieſt man was glad to get out of the way of 
theſe guards, 
Nich. But the buſtle increaſes—it comes nearer ! 


Ben. What can be the matter? 
SCENE II. Several Citizens run acroſs the Stage 


calling, „ ring out the alarum bell!“ “! ring out 
the alarum bell!“ Another mullitude throng in- 


to the Place, among them BLocCk, the Joiner. 


Block. This way, this way, citizens here - to 
the caſtle. 

Ben. What's the matter now, neighbour Block ? 

Block. Neighbour Benedict, throw aſide your 
work !—horrible things are come out—the day of 
revenge is at length arrived! 

T he people. Revenge! revenge! 

Ben. Revenge !—on whom —for what? 

The People. Drag the murderers hither—let them 
bleed under the very windows of the caſtle ! 

Ben. What murderers ? | | 

Bhock. They have taken into cuſtody ſome pil- 
9 Count Albert's ſeal-ring was found upon 
them. a | 
One of the People. And the drinking-cup with the 
rms, of Burgundy upon it. | 

Ben. Juſt God! it was thy ayenging angel ſent 
them to Arles! Where are they, neighbour Block? 

Block. They are dragg ing them to priſon, ca 

| ; A 
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The People. Let em be brought hither !—ring 
out the alarum bell Tot alarum bell is rung, the 
throng encreaſes every mon.ent,—they joſtle each other — 


talk —fhout.”) 

Ben. Oh joy ! joy ! that I have hved to ſee this 
day !—See, Nicholas, how theſe honeſt men till 
affectionately cheriſh the memory of their murdered 
lord !-—Thus do kind actions ſhoot forth like flowers 
from the grave of the rigliteous ! Spirit of Count 
Albert ! ariſe from thy tomb, and behold how the 


blood of thy grateful people till boils for revenge! 


The gates of the caſtle are opened.) ; 
( Several a Hom call. Make way for Count Hugo! 
— Make way for the governor ! 


SCENE III. Enter Count Huco von Wernen- 


BERG from the Caſtle — He walks into the Midft of 


the Multutude, * 


Hugo. What is the matter, my children? - what 
brings you hither ? — The people throng round him, 
every one eager to tell the flory, but nothing can be heard 
except a confuſed noiſe) 5 

290. I do not underſtand you! Speak one at 
a time! | | 

The People. Maſter Martin, do you ſpeak. 

Martin, I had been two days in the country upon 
buſineſs ; and as I was returnig home, happened to 
ſleep at a village, three miles off. When I had look- 
ed after my cattle, I laid myſelf down with ſeveral 
other travellers upon the ſtraw. It was then dark, 
but the next morning, as ſoon as the day was dawn- 
ing, Lawoke, and began to look about me, and ex- 
amine my companions. An old man, in a pilgrim's 
cloak, lay next to me; he had kicked: his cloak a- 
ſide as he flept, and I ſaw that he had a coat of 
mail underneath it. Well, this you may be ſure 
raiſed my curioſity, ſo I examined him more nar- 
rowly, and then I perceived on his hand, a ſeal - ring, 
which for all the world anſwered the deſcription -I 
have heard given of that Count Albert wore, and 
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#hich was miſſing from his finger when he was 
murdered, 

The People. The murderer of Count Albert — 
He is found! he is found !—Revenge ! revenge 

Hugo, Silence! filence !—let us hear further. 

Martin. 1 felt as cold as ice in all my limbs, but 
fill I was not quite certain about the matter, till I 
perceived, at the old man's feet, a great filver cup. 
Moſt likely they had been drinking out of it over 
night, totheir happy return home. Well, I took up 
the cup to look at it, and behold! the firſt thing 
that I ſaw was the arms of Burgundy engraved up - 
on the fide, 

The People. Enough ! enough !—Bring him hi- 
ther ! bring him hither! | 

Hugo. Be filent, my brethren ! let your fellow- 
citizen finiſh. 

Martin. I made no more ado, but was drawing 
out my knife, that T might diſpatch the old villain 
to the other world, when he opened his eyes. 
Cloſe beſide him lay a ſtout looking young man, 
and another fellow habited likewiſe as a pilgrim. 
He waked them, they roſe haſtily, and very con- 
tentedly proceeded on their way to the town. I 
joined company with them, that I might not loſe 
*em out of my ſight, and by the way, the old man 
began to aſk me, firſt about one thing, then another; 
whether the citizens of Arles {till thought with 
ove and ſorrow of their good Count Albert? — 
Whether they hated his murderers ? and other ſuch 
like queſtions. Alſo about you, my lord Count, they 
made ſeveral enquiries, and ſeemed quite rejoiced 
to hear that you were ſtill alive and well. When 
we came to the gate, I called to the guards for help; 
we ſcarched their portmanteau, and there we found, 
among other ſuſpictous things, ſwathes ornamented 
with the Burgundian arms, and the letter N, beneath 
an Earl's coronet. "Ah! for certain, chey mult 
have belonged to the poorlittle Count Henry, whoſe 
inncecnt blood the villain had ſpilt. | 

The People, Revenge! Blood! — Drag them hi- 
ther! 

Hugo. 


n 


Hugo. Le citizens of Arles ! a heavy yoke hath 
long oppreſſed you—ye know what miſc hief an o- 
ver haſty ſentence may produce be ſlow to puniſh, 
inveſtigate this matter cautiouſſy.— The puiſoners 
cannot eſcape you z—hear them, and judge them 

coolly, that this yet ſcarcely purified foil may not 
reek again with guiltleſs blood. 

The People. He is in the right — He is in the 
nag _ them be heard !—examine them di- 
realy ! } 

One of the People. Look ! look ! the guards are 

bringing the old man hither. | if 

e People. Hither, guards !—hither ! to juſtice! 

to juſtice ! 


SCENE IV. PzTzz, bound and conduBed by the 'F 
Guards, enters with a ſerene and ſteady Countenance. * 4! 


Hugo. Place him in the midſt of us. 'F | 
One of the Guards. It was his own requeſt to be f 
brought before the people. 
A voice in the back-ground Look whether he has 
a coat of _ under his cloak. | 1 
Some of the people who fland neareſt to Prix, ſnatch 1 
( off his 1 Yes! Yes! | / , 
A voice. Look whether he has the ſeal-ring on his # 1 
finger. ( Same of them raiſe his fettersd hands ) Ves! 'S | 
Fes! 
N 
ö 
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The People. ( With horrid ſhouts. ) Cut him down! 
Tear him to pieces! Stone him! — 
( They all throng abaut the Priſoner ) 

Hugo ( Puſhing them back with all his flrength ) 4 
Guards ! prote& him !—Back ! back, my friends.! 4 | 
Vet hold a few minutes !—yet hear him! Ye eiti- 
zens of Arles, if {till ye love me, I conjure you by 1 
the aſhes of your murdered Count! | 1 
( Some of the moſt moderate among the citizens fide 
with Hugo and the Guards, crying) Back | Back! 
— ie has called upon the people, let us hear what 1 
the criminal can ſay for himſelf. 14 
Hugo. Silence ! Silence ! I conjure you, in the 1 
4 ame of juſtice, to let the ſcales be poiſed before 5 
the | 
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the ſword be lifted! {The people are filent, then Hu- 
go addreſſes Peter) You underſtand what heavy 
crimes are laid to your charge ? 

Peter. In vain does a diſhonourable death threat- 
en my innocence !—tears of joy will notwithſtand- 
ing roll down my cheeks and moiſten the bands 
which I bear with honenr. Oh! with what tranſ. 

rt do I witneſs the ardent love for good Count 
Albert, which after eighteen years ftill glows in his 
ſubject's hearts ! He was my friend !—my benefac- 
tor !—accurſed be his murderer ! ! ! AL 

The People. (with murmurings ) His friend —his 
benefaQtor ! ! | 

Peter. Ye citizens of Arles ye formerly beloved 
fellow-citizens !—is there no one among you 
who recollects me? (A murmuring noiſe, the people 
all preſs about him and examine his features. Peter turns 
io Hugo.) Nor you, neither, my brother in arms? 
Hugo. (obſerving him attentively That voice, in- 
deed, does not ſeem wholly ſtrange to me 

Peter, Gracious powers! have age and ſorrow ſo 
transformed my features — Will no one welcome 
home John von Bonſtetten? 7 

The People. John von Bonſtetten— Tis he! *tis 
he himſelt ! | | 
Hugo. (embracing him) John von Bonſtetcen !— 

my friend - my brother in arms! Has the grave 
given thee back again 

One of the „Ves, yes, I recolle& him now 

Another. And ſo do I! 

A third. Aye, a noble fellow ! | 

A fourth. The boſom friend of good Count Al- 
bert 
The People. Looſen his bands! Bear him in your 
arms — Carry him to the grave of his murdered 
lord ! 

{The Guards unbind bim.—He throws off his cloak, 
and appears equipped as a night. Then exclaims with 
animation 4 | 

Peter. Yes, to the grave of my beloved Albert !— 
Thither, ye citizens of Arles! There crown his 


only ſon as your rightful lord. 
, IM The 


("99-1 
The Peaphe His ſon — His ſon ! ! ! 

| Peter. Reſtrain your tranſports !-—-—-Hear me! 
Hear the voice of a friend In that fearful and 
bloody night, when my ears were aſſailed on all ſides 
by the claſhing of the hired murderers? ſwords, and 
the piercing cries and groans of the dying— when 
my beloved, my honoured lord lay bleeding before 
me, and hiselder ſons gaſped in the agonies of death, I 
called my wife, to whoſe care was entruſted the young- 
eft ſon then in ſwaddling clothes, and bade her haſten to 
reſcue her treaſure. I took the ſeal ring from the fin- 
ger of the Count's dead body, and his ſilver cup from 
the table; and through a ſecret door eſcaped from 
the caſtle, with my A gnes and the infant Henry. 
In the thickeſt darkneſs of night, under horrible 
anxieties of mind, we ſought the moſt unfrequent- 
ed places, and wandered on through bogs and moors, 
amid thorns and thiſtles, ſcarcely knowing whither 
we went. Yet the return of light ſerved only to 
increaſe our terrors, fince it left us ſo much more 
expoſed to the aſſaſſins, by whom we doubted not 
we were purſued. During the day we concealed 
ourſelves in the corn- fields and appeaſed our hunger 
with the unripe ears. The Almighty extended his 
protecting arm over your prince. We reached 
the borders of Burgundy in ſafety, and from thence 
I diſpatched back to Arles our only companion, my 
faithful ſervant Bruno, charging him to remain 
there, and ſecretly to watch the paſſing events *till 
he could be the meſſenger of happier tidings. In 
a poor and ſolitary hermitage, at the foot of the 
Alps, I guarded the dear * which heaven had 
thus wonderfully conſigned to my care. The infant 
bud bloſſomed into a lovely boy the boy ripened 
into a vigorous man. Ve citizens of Arles, to day 


I bring him back to you receive him and your fu- 
ture happineſs from my hands 

The People. (in the higheſt estacies Where is he? 
where 1s he ? 

Peter. He was dragged with me to priſon. — The 
hand that ſhould ſway your ſceptre is loaded with 
Irons, 


The 
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The People. Haſte | haſte He lives! he lives! 
Count Albert's {on fill lives! os 
(The Penple haften out, ſbouting and huzzaing ;. only | 
Hugo and Peter remain.) 

Hugo. Am I then awake, or do I dream ! 

Peter. Give me thy hand, Hugo: Often on this 
fpot have we ſhaken hands at parting, as we return - 
ed home from the caſtle after a cheecful repaſt. 

Hugo. Ah, whither are thoſe happy times flown ! ' 

Peter. They will be revived.— My Henty is a 
- thrifty ſhoot E the old Burgundian ſtem. I edu- 
cated him as a man poor and humble, — Happy the 
prince who has known poverty! ; 

Hugo. Where is thy good Agnes ? 

Peter. Oh | recal not mournful recollections, at 
ſuch an hour ! | | 

Hugs. I underſtand you but too well. 

Te People. (at a diſtance) Huzza |. huzza !! 
Long live Count Henry of Burgundy ! 

Peter. Hal — they return !---Rejoice, Hugo, thou 
wilt ſee a noble youth. 


SCENE V. Hiunxy enters, ſurrounded by the People, 


Some of wwhom bear him in their arms. 


The Peak. Here he is !---here is the young count! 
---what an eye !---how like his father !---what a 
ſmile !---ſo like his father Long live count 
Henry! 

Some voices in the back-ground Let us ſee him too 
---we cannot fee him !---raiſe him up !---lift him on 
your ſhoulders! 

Benedict. Here! here !-.-Heave him up upon 
my tun. | | 

( Henry is lified upon the tun. a loud ſhout of joy re- 

 founds through the air) Long live Henry, count of 
Burgundy ! !! | 

(Drums, trumpete, and martial muſic, play on the 
balcony of the caſtle, Henry attempts to ſpeak 5 he 
turns firſt to one fide, then io the other, but is unable 
to utter a word, and at laſt burſls into tears. 

Several voices, He weeps! he weeps ! 


Henry. 


WW 


Henry. (with a broken voice You ſee me now for 
the firſt time, and already you love me !-.-for this I 

am indebted to my excellent father---may his bleſ- 

ſing reſt upon me 

T he people. (throwing up their hands towards hea» 

ven ] The bleſſing of count Albert reſt upon his vir- 


tuous ſon 111 


Henry. If I cannot be to you what he was, I will 
yet love you even as he loved you. Ve raiſer his 
Handi and eyes towards heaven) My brethren, unite 


with me in thanks to heaven for my wonderful eſ- 


cape. | 
T he people all lneel. Thanks ! thanks! to God! 
A female voice is heard behind the ſcenes. Where 
is he ?- where is my ſon? p 


Some of the people. His mother comes 


SCENE VI. The Counteſs of Burgundy ruſbes up- 
on the Stage---the People turn to her exclaiming+«- 
« Your Son !-'-Your Son !'*---and point to Henry; 

foe preſſes through the Croud, looks wildly at him, 
ſtretches out her Arms towards him, and finks ſpeech- 
leſs upon her Knees. 


Henry. My mother !!! (He attempts to ſpring from. 
the 8 kd people nil 5 1 15 off ; 

when he throws himſelf into his mother's arms.) 
_ » The people. Long live counteſs Matilda - Long 
live count Henry ! | 

( Trumpets, drums, and other inſtruments, play again 
on the balcony of the caſtle.) | | 

Matilda. Am I then ſtill a mother !—lIs. this, 
indeed, my ſon !—Thou only treaſure, ſnatched 
from the hands of - ruffians 1! ! She contemplates 
him with looks of the wildeſt tranſport and .affe#tion.) 
Oh, all things in this world may be eraled from 
the memory !—all may be forgotten! all, all, ſave 


maternal love | 


Henry. My mother !—grant me your bleſſing 
0 | 
Matilda. The bleſſing of your noble father reſt. 


upon 


. 
CONT ROT" ts. as. "WF? Mx 0 
_ 


( 6 ) 


upon you !—A. prince muſt be bleſſed by his people, 


not by his mother. 

Henry. I will endeavour to deſerve my people's 
love —and your's, too, my mother !—I call heaven 
to witneſs my ſolemn vow ! | 

Matilda. Now, now for the firſt time will my 
ſolitary cell reſound with maternal tranſports !— 
No longer ſhall I kneel before my crucifix to im- 


precate revenge 3 but henceforward offer inceſſantly. 


my warmeſt tribute of - praiſe and gratitude for 
this unhoped-for mercy. Oh, with what rapture 
does a mother pay this tribute to the univerſal 
Father! | 
Peter. Gracious counteſs - permit a faithful 
old ſervant to kiſs the hem of your garment. 
Matilda. John von Bonſtetten !-—How can I ever 


repay you ? 


Peter. 1 ſhould pity my own heart, if a ſcene 


like this did not repay all. 
Matilaa. When = the laſt time you wiſhed me 


ood night in yonder hall, who could have thought 
that the morning when we were to meet again, 
would not dawn till after the lapſe of eighteen 
mournful years! —Where is your worthy Agnes? 

Peter. (after a ſolemn pauſe) Her morning has 
not yet dawned. 

. Matilda. I underſtand you Our ſon, then, is 
the only treaſure ſpared to both ! | 

Peter. Henry, count of Burgundy, allow me to 
be the firſt to ſwear . to our new lord! ( He 
tneels, Henry throws himſelf into his arms.) 

Henry. Diſtreſs me not with this humiliation !--- 
Withdraw not from me the ſweet name which my 
heart never can renounce ! Still call me your ſon ! 
—Be not aſhamed of me, even in the preſence of a 
whole people ! 

Peter. (n him in his arms) My ſon!!! 

Henry. ( With a noble ardour People of Burgun- 
dy! if ever I fulfil: the hopes your love has formed — 
if I ſucceed in ſupplying to you the loſs of my no- 
ble father—to this man alone will your gratitudebe 
due. He carried nothing with him to the deſert, 


ſave 
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fave that of which no tyrant could bereave him 
his virtue! As a child I loved him, as a youth I ad- 
.mired him, as a man I will emulate his 7 ! 


— He is not the next below me, he is the firſt above 


me !— Whatever bleſſings you may henceforth enjoy, 
through me, they will be only ſhoots growing up 
from the germs he planted If for one moment I 
can forget what he has been to me [—what he ſtill is 
—and what he ever will continue may heaven eter- 
nally fo rget me ! © 

Peter. To produce noble fruit from a noble germ, 
is but a trifling merit. |; | 
Matilda. My fon, all that I ſee, all that I hear, 
makes my heart proud that it was I who bore thee, 


SCENE VII. 4 Number of the Populace-throng 
with a tumultuous Noiſe out of the Cafile-gates, 
bringing à Boy bound, whom they lay at Hixgy's 


cet. 


The People. Revenge! revenge - Blood for 
blood! | 

Henry. What is the matter? | | 

The Boy. Oh, help me! they have bound me ! 

Count Hugo. (fleps forward) Who has taken up- 


on himſelf to bind this innocent child? — Count of 


Burgundy, you ſurely will not ſtain the firſt mo- 
ments of your ſovereignty with an act of cruelty. 
This boy is the ſon of Ulric ; he is your coufin. 
The Boy (anxiouſly) Welcome, dear coufin ! 
Hugo. His father was the murderer of your's.— 
But the ſon muſt not be anfwerable for his parent's 
crimes. 
"The Boy. Pray, do not kill me -I will love you 
dearly!. | 
Matilda. Is that one of the deteſted brood ?=Oh, 
how the fight of him recalls. the horrors of paſt 
times !-—How do the graſs-grown tombs yawn once 
more !-—"The murdered corpſes bleed afreſh ! 


Away with him from my fight, leſt agoniſed memo- 


ry ſhould urge my ſoul to ſeek ignoble OE) 
The Bay. (to Ronny is the angry 


NMatill. | ö 
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Matilde. Ac Ne at the hoy) That pious 
} hypocritical look, thou inheriteſt from thy father 
that ſeductive, winning ſmile, is ſtolen from thy 
—_ TI 18 
The Boy. My father and mother are both dead. 
Henry. Who could injure fo ſweet a child! Let 
him be unbound. | * 
x Bey. I thank you, dear fir—Theſe cords hurt 
me 10 a f 
Matilda. Take heed, my fon !--Cherifh. not a 
. viper in thy boſom ! Ae; 
The Bay. Indeed I am a good boy , 
 »  Matilda.: Thy brother's. blood cries for revenge! 
Henry. Will revenge recal them to life.?—Could 
the effuſion of blood open their long=cloſgy graves, 
mine ſhould flow freely ; but tears only can embalm 
the dead. Come nearer, ſweet boy! - What is your 
name? | 
The Boy. I am called Guido. 
Henry. Will you be my brother ? 
Guido, Moſt gladly !—What is your name ? 
Henry. My name is Henry. 
Guido. And you will be my brother Henry? 
Henry. Yes—lI will be your brother I ſwear 
it in che preſence of God and my people. 
Peter; Rightly ſworn, my fon! 
Matilda. Oh that he may never repent it! 
* Guido. (to Matilda) Pray do not be angry, ma- 
Lou make me afraid. | N 
Matilda. Leave me l Time only can reconcile 
me to the fight of thee. Ca 
. + Guide. Tell me, brother Henry, how I have of- 
. fended her? | Wig 
Henry. Continue to be good, and you will ſoon 
win her heart. | 
Guido, Yes, I will always be good. (He draws 
him afide m gene ) What ſay you— Suppoſe I 
were to give her this roſary ? RIS © 
Henry; Amiable child! (He lifts him up and 
| eres 71 to his boſom; the populace apprar muck 
 affecled. | % 
| Peter, Henry, thy conduct calls forth my warmeſt 
| appro» 
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approbation ! Thou haſt governed thyſelf, THOR 


proves thee worthy to govern others. 

Henry, I claim no merit, my father IL have on- 
ly done what my heart prompted. 

(Hugo has been for ſome time ſurraunded by a 
number of the oldefl citizens, and engaged in conver» 
fation with them: at laſt he fleps up to H ary. 

Hugo. Noble count, the citizens of Arles would 
fain weleome you, according to antient cuftom—they 
are going to-teſtify their homage by ſuch preſents, 
as they have, for centuries back, been in the prac- 
tice of laying at the feet of a new prince. 

Henry. Are not their tranſports, their tears, the 
rickefi preſent they can offer me? 
Peter. 67570 afide to Henry) Never deny your 
people a pleaſure. - - | 
Henry. Go thou, my children, and do whatever 
you wiſh. ' 

The People. Come along, brethren, come to the 
town-houſe ! bring hither the preſents !—the old 
cuſtom! the old cuſtom ! ( The people all run out.) 

(Hugo leads Guido towards the cafile ; the latter 
turns his head ſeveral times, and at laſt ſays) 


Guido. Will you not come with me, brother 


Henry? Fe 
Henry. I will be with you preſently, dear child. 


SCENE VIII. Hzuar, Pzrzx, and Martina. 


(Matilda flands with fixed eyes and claſped hands; 
Henry advances to her tenderly.) 
Henry. What reflections occupy my dear mother ? 
Maxilda. (farring from her reverte) II ſcarce- 
ly know— my ſenſes are 'almoſt ſtunned by events 
ſo unexpected I could not even pray at this mo- 
ment—may the Creator then accept theſe tears, as 
the only tribute of gratitude within my power to 
offer -I am not ill—yet ſo faint—ſo exhauſted 
Henry, Permit me to conduct you to your antient 
reſidence, 


Matilda. No, my ſon 
Fa 


I cannot yet go thither. 
Out 
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Out of that gate did thy father's murderers drag thy 
%% IE Eoin los 
Henry. Oh, do not recal from oblivion, deeds of 
ſo horrible a dye! e ee thy 
Matilda. Look at yon open window In chat 


„ | 
Piter. In that hall, great counteſs, was your hand 
given to the noble count Albert. 8 
Matilda. The walls of that hall have been be- 
ſprinkled with the blood of my poor children! 
Heryy. Let me entreat you, deareſt mother, to 
draw a veil over theſe horrid images, {x Ley 
Matilda. No, I cannot go thither !- Leave me, 
my ſon— Joy, like ſorrow, is overpowering in ex- 


cals=Suffer me to recover myſelf! She /inks upon 


4 flone-ſeat, at the gate of the caflle; Henry makes 
4 motion to follow her.) © | of 
Peter. Hold, my ſon 1— There are moments 
when even affe ction becomes troubleſome, Let me 
avail myſelf of this ſhort interval, to enquire the 
ſtate of your heart. | | 
Henry. I feel indeſeribably happy, my father. 
Peter. Is it not a great and glorious prerogative, 
" * in your breaſt the happineſs of a whole peo- 
ple 5 
Henry. The Almighty has not created the heart 
of man ſufficiently expanded, for ſuch a feeling. 
Peter. And for that reaſon, the man to whom 
millions look up, thinks. himſelf a being of a ſu- 
perior order. . 
Henry. The gratitude of millions could alone 
Juſtify tuch preſumption. bt 
Peter. My ſon, I predicted that you would forget 
your youthful fancies—Am I not right ? * 
Henry. No, my father you have been quite miſ- 
taken in your predictiions. C 
| Peter: How I—ſſtill. n of 
Henry. Still, and eternally I- My love to Eliza- 
beth burns now more ardently than ever. What the 
dreams of youth promiſed me, a miracle hath ac+ 
compliſhed. M hopes were a folly, but heaven 


hath had compaſſion upon my follies. My body is 
now 
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now habited in other garments, but my heart beats 
beneath them as formerly—I am ſaluted as the count 
of Burgundy, but I fee] that Iam ftill the humble 
Henry. | 
Peter. ¶ in à tone of admonition) Young man! 
Henry. Cannot the ſweet feeling of r 
happineſs upon mankind, admit of participation 
— Will not its charms be enhanced by participation ? 
— May not a prince be the father of a family ?— 
Ought he not to be ſo, the better to learn in trifles 
what is requiſite in great concerns? © 
Peter. Doubtleſs he may, and ought to be. 
Henry. Did you not fay yourſelf, that the prince 
who is a huſband and a father, will be more tender- 
ly anxious to promote the happineſs of his ſubjeRts ? 
He will not lightly deprive the wife of her beloved, 
or tear the ſon from his mother, to drag them into 
the field in ſupport of à conteſt, which, perhaps, 
ariſes ſolely from his own pride and ambition; 
but while he mildly invites peace to inhabit wich 
his borders, his princeſs will wine a wreath of 
flowers, wherewith to ornament the welcome gueſt, 
Peter. True, my ſon! And therefore I expect 
that you do not remain unwedded. 
Henry. Then let us, with all diſpatch, ſend an ex- 
preſs to Hallwyl. - 
« Peter. And why to Hallwyl ? 
Henry. I have ſworn—Elizabeth, or no one! 
Peter, What Henry ſwore - 
Henry. The count of Burgundy will ratify. 
Peter. But it ſuits not thy fituation. | 
Henry. Suits not I Oh, recal that word |—To do 
wrong, is not leſs indecorous in a prince, than in a 
beggar; but to exalt beauty and virtue to a throne, 
is a princely action. SRI | 
ter. Young man, you have hitherto known few 
women — In Elizabeth you only love the ſex, _ * 
Henry. Let the daughters of the country be invited W411 
to court I will examine them as a variegated par- "B+ 
terre of flowers; here a gaudy tulip there an odo- F? 
ziferous violet; here a ſpotlels lily—ihere an aro- 1 
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matic carnation. But theſe will all be eclipſed by 
the queen of flowers, the fragrant bluſhing roſe. 


Peter. (ſmiling) Truly, Henry, you have moſt - 


excellent talents for a ſonnet, But, firſt hear the 
wiſhes of your people — the counſel of your mother 
—Jet theſe direct your choice, 

Henry. (goes to his mother, and kneels at her feet ) 
Do not FE my firſt requeR * | 

Matilda. Riſe, my fon !—What would you aſk ? 

Henry. You gave a bleſſing to your ſon—Ah 458 
you have alſo a daughter. 

Matilda, A daughter! 

Henry. Amid the mountains of Switzerland lives 


a worthy knight his family is noble, and not un- 


known to Fame — but the nobleſt of her family is 
Elizabeth von Hallwyl---She f is my beloved - let me 
add---my wife! 
Matilda. Dol hear riphily Fou are married ? 
Henry. Not without your bleſfing---do but fmile 
aſſent, and I fly to the arms of my blooming bride. 


Matilda. Riſe, my ſon !---What need of my an- 


ſwer —-Thou art no longer under age. 

Peter: But my Henry 15080 that, in the preſence 
of his mother, a ſon is never at full age. 

Henry. 1 am ſenfible of that, and wait my ſen- 
tence. 

Mat. Did you not mention the name of Hallwyl ? 

Henry. Yes! a namein which centres every thing 
that is amiable and lovely. - 

Matilda. Chevalier von Bonſtetten, do you know 
the lady ? 


Peter. I know her well !---She wants nothing 


but exalted birth. 
Hen. Never was a human being more nbi born! 
Mat. Count of Burgundy !---the hearts of princes 
ought to be * to the wiſhes of their people. 


Henry. To take another wife, were to o cheat my 


people of a mother. 


Matilda, Henry, you muſt erer, Your throne 


by ſome noble alliance. 


Henry. Virtue, if not the moſt brilliabe, is the 


molt ſolid ſupport which can be given to a throne. 
Matilda. 


0.9 


Matilda. The rich heireſs of Savoy —— 

Henry. Oh! hold — 0 

Mat. She will bring thee an earldom as a dowry. 

Henry. Without Elizabeth, I wuſt renounce that 
which I now poſſeſs. | 

Matilda. She is fair aud good. 

Henry. (pointing to his heart) I have no room 
here for foreign goodneſs and beauty. 

Matilda.. Firſt prove your heart. - 55 

Henry. Is not a heart chat remains firm amidſt the 

firſt tumults of proſperity, ſufficiently proved? 
Matilda. Wait at leaſt a year. 

Henry. I dare not delay—another might gain poſ- 
ſeſſion of my treaſure -— Oh, if I ſhould be even 
now too late. | 

Matilda. You rob me of my deareſt wiſhes—you 
defeat the moſt ſplendid proſpects 

Henry.” The purple is not the garment of domeſtic 
happineſs—a heart, without love, is cold, even be- 
neath the ermine, 


Matilda. Chevalier Bonſtetten, give me fincere- 


ly your opinion. 
Peter. Am I to ſpeak as a man, or as a ſtateſman ? 
Henry. ( ſprings up and claſps him in his arms) 


Speak as a tather ! 


Peter. Well, then !—I have ſeen theſe young | 


plants grow up together, ſeen them entwine their 
roots I cannot ſeparate them. | 


Henry. Oh, my father !=thanks, eternal thanks 


for conduct ſa paternal !—My mother, what imports 
this ſolemn filence ? 


Matilga. (after a pauſe) Eighteen years of mo- 


naſt ic ſolitude have, indeed, not been paſſed ſo wholly 
in vain, but that I have learned to diſcriminate be- 
tween the ſolid happineſs of life, and its tinſel trap- 
pings. I know the tears that fall from fincere and 
ardent love=yes, Henry, I ſce and I acknowledge 


their claim—my pride is vanquiſhed-go-and obey. 


the dictates of your own heart. 


( Henry in tranſport embraces Matilda and Peter . 


alternatcly, exciaiming) My mother! my father ! 


SCENE 
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SCENE IX, Enter Couxr Huco, 


Henry. (advancing towards him) Lou come in 
happy time, dear count !\—You have won my confi- 

Noe — | 

Hugo. You are too precipitate, my noble lord ! 
Confidence is not a coin, to be ſtaked upon the 
throw of a die—it muſt be deſerved, not uon. 

Henry, I will give you an opportunity to deſerve 
it -I muſt employ you as my ſuitor, | 

Hugs, That character will, at any rate, enhance 
my deſerts with your future wife. 

Henry. ( ſmiling with complacency) I ſee you 
cannot ſhake off the couritier, my good count, and 
if I am to place dependence upon you, it will be 
neceſſary to watch your proceedings myſeli—Yes, 
that is a fortunate 4 I will accompany you 
— The ambafſador of the count of Burgundy muſt 
be eſcorted by a numerous ſuite—1 will conceal 
myſelf among them, in the diſguiſe of a page 
will be a witneſs of Elizabeth's ſweet confulion— 
will hear her refuſe her hand to the count of Bur- 
gundy, faithful to the love which ſhe has ſworn to 
Henry hear how the prince's ſon ſhall vainly feek 
to rival, in her heart, the ſon of the poor her- 
mit Peter,-All this 1 ſhall ſee and hear, then 
throw myſelf into her arms, and, with a kiſs, re- 
E her ery of mingled extaſy and alarm.—Oh, 

appy Henry ! how infinitely does thy happineſs 
exceed what uſually falls to, the lot of princes ! 
fince thou wilt indeed, be able to ſay, tis myſelf 
alone, and not my purple, chat the maiden loves. 

Hugo. Still I cannot comprehend 

Henry. You ſhall know all in time And when 
ſhall we ſet off — early to-morrow morning !— 
No, the days are hot—in the evening when it grows 
cool——or==now, at this moment—the ſun is already 


declining. 


Peter. (ſmiling) My ſon, it is yet but noon; 


Let this day, at leaſt, be conſecrated to your people. 
Henry, Oh, the moſt ea day ſor them is yet 

to came — That day, when I ſhall enter the wy 
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of Arles, with Elizabeth by my fide, when old and 


young will gape at us with ſuſpended breath=chil- 
dren, with ſmiles, flretching forth their hands, while 
they fancy they behold an angel—and old men, with 


pious emotion exclaiming, © Now we may deſcend 


to the grave in peace” Oh, mother mother! 
(He Fhrows himſelf into Matilda's arms.) #4 


Matilda. Oh, moment of delicious tranſport ;'— 


My ſon, thou haſt renovated my youth 


SCENE X. A /olemn March is played. Boys and 
Girls appear habited in White, and walking in 
22 Iwo and two ; in the Midi they lead a 
Lamb, ornamented with red Ribbands. Next Fol- 
low young Men and Women, bearing Noſegays and 


Wreathes.of Myrtle. The Proceſſion is cloſed by 


Some old Men, one of whom carries a filver Cup, 
filled with Pieces of Gold, They arrange them- 
ſelues on each Side of the Stage, as they enter; 


then the Muſic ceaſes, and the old Man, with the 


Cup, comes forward, and addreſſts Hzxzv. | 


The Old Man. My hands tremble, but it proceeds 


from joy—my eyes are wet, but it is with tears of 


Joy—Accept, noble count, according to immemo- 
rial uſage, this little preſent from our town. It is 


an old cuſtom, but it is a teſtimony that love to our 


pringes is alſo an old cuſtom amongſt us. 

Henry. (taking the cup} Your love is my pa- 
ternal inheritance=What I had no opportunity to 
earn, I ſhall, at leaſt, endeavour to deſerve and re- 
taln. 

(4 young woman approaches him, and preſents him 
with a myrile wreath.) I” 

Young Woman. Father of your country, oh! 
vouchſafe to give us ſpeedily a mother ! 

Henry. I thank you from my heart=—and before 


this wreath ſhall be decayed, your generous wiſh 


ſhall be accompliſhed. 
A litthe girl leads the lamb to him.) 
Little Girl. Noble count, accept this lambkin, 
the emblem of our youth and innocence. At 2 
ent 
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ſent it can only ſkip and play; but under your 
care it will grow up, and, in time, yield both milk 
and wool. | 
(Henry gives the lamb to a page, then. embraces 

the little girl with affect ianate emotion, and pours. 
the pieces of gold into 2 ) | 

Henry. Take theſe, and carry them to your pa- 
rents. N 

Little Girl. I am an orphan. 

Henry. (leading her into Matilda's arms) I give 
you then a mother ſpeaks to the po? fie bv Wh pv 


ſome one fetch me wine — The cup is empty fo — 


What my people gave me, muſt flow back among 
my people, 15 ove is the only preſent which I 
would treaſure in my boſom— Your hearts muſt beat 


in uniſon with mine. (While he ſpeaks, the atten- 


dants fill the cup with wine, Henry drinks) - Prof- 
perity to. my people!“ 


The old Man, (wiping his eyes) All happineſs | 


attend our noble young count ! 
Al. Bleffings, bleſſings, upon him! 
(Curtain Falls.) 
nd of the Third. Act. 


ACT IV. 
SCENE I. A room in the Callle of Hallul 


ELIZAZIrn, alone, ſpinning—near hey hangs @ bird 
in a Cage. 


EIIzAZITR. 


Anr thou, at laſt, tired of entertaining me 
with thy ſongs, little warbler 7 Why doſt thou peck 
ſo furiouſly againſt the wires of thy cage ? Would'ſt 
thou allo leave me thou, the only creature to whom 
I dare complain ?—-to whom I dare unboſom the 
ſorrows which oppreſs my heart ? Oh, yet ſtay 


with me! ſtay, at leaſt, till Henry hall _— 


4 Gu + 


U 


n 


for, ſurely, he will return ! (She ſpins, and attempts 
to Jing.) Heaven knows why I cannot ſing as for- 


 merly.!——— My throat is not hoarſe—yet it denies 


$ 


me utterance .--Formerly, when I ſkipped jocund 
down the hill, I fang louder than thou, ſweet ſongſ- 
ter, that Henry _— hear my voice at a diſtance !— 
At preſent, I am ſo filent, that I can hear the death- 
watch beat againſt the wall, ——It warns me, per- 


' haps, of my laſt hour.—Well, be it ſo If Henry 


winding-ſheet. 


does not return, this flax, which is now moiſtened 
with the tears of love, ſhall be woven up into my 


ScENE II. Enter Gaazabpz, with a large Neſe- 


| * 
Gertrude. Be cheery, lady I- All troubles come 


to an end at laſt. 


Elizabeth. ( ſpringing up haflily) Is Henry re- 


turned ? 


Gertrude. Henry — No, no, let him go on a 
pilgrimage to the Holy-land, to fetch a ſplinter of 
the croſs— then he'll, at leaſt, be provided with a 
charm againſt the tooth- ache. No, no !—no Hen- 
ry's now, we've got other matters to talk about. 
Look at this beautiful noſegay ——gaudy like a 


wood- pecker, and ſmells like Indian ſpice. What 


fay you to this, young, lady !— — From whom do you 
ſuppoſe I received it | | 
Elizabeth. I neither know, nor wiſh to know. 
Gertrude. Well, but look at it !—only ſmell to 
it: | 
Elizabeth. My roſe is far more beautiful and fra- 
rant, | ; 
" Gertrude. Your withered roſe !-——ha ! ha! ha !— 
For theſe ten days paſt, it has never been out of 
Elizabeth; But I plucked it from the buſh which 
Henry planted. 

«Gertrude. What ſignifies that? You'll ſoon have 
auother ſong to ſing. Hurra, young lady !-—your be- 
trothed huſband is arrived. | 

Elizabeth. 
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Elizabeth. No, no, ſurely not ſo ſoon, 

Gertrude. He is even now in the armoury, engage 
ed in converſation with your father. In the mean 
time, he ſent me hither with this noſegay “ Salute,” 
faid he, the noble virgin, my charming bride” —— 
and then he ſhpped a piece of gold into my hand 
Oh, he's a noble gentleman ! Your father bade me 
tell you to dreſs yourſelf in your beſt clothes. 

Elizabeth. Good Gertrude, pra don't teaze me! 
Gertrude. Teaze you indeed - Poor thing —ha! 

ha ! ha!—TI ſuppoſe ſhe's quite ſhame- faced. 

Elizabeth. But 1s the chevalier Walter von Blo- 
nay indeed here ? 

Gertrude. Yes, indeed is he !--Do you ſuppoſe I 
ſhould ſay fo, only to tantalize you? 

Elizabeth. And is come, you ſay, to take me for 
a wife? | | | 

Gertrude. Aye, marry !——PFor what other pur- 
poſe ſhould he come ? 

Elizabeth. No, never, never! (She Hooks mourn- 
Fully out at an open window.) 

Gertrude I cannot imagine what is come to the 
poor girl ! I am half afraid the old witch, down in 
the village, has done her a miſchief; that wicked 
hag is always after her tricks, bewitching both the 
men and the cattle : why don't the magiſtrates keep 
a ſharper look out after her ? It makes one melan- 
choly, to ſee how the poor child waſtes away; her 
clothes abſolutely hang in folds about her. A little 
while ago, ſhe uſed to hop along upon one leg z but 
now ſhe can ſcarcely crawl about upon two, Former- 
ly ſhe laughed at every thing, now ſhe's continually 
crying and whimpering for. nothing. Well, well, 
only patience—ſhe*ll ſoon learn to laugh again, 
when ſhe ſees the chevalier Walter. He's grown, 
to be ſure, a little fat and luſty ; then his face, too, 
is ſomewhat tanned, and his beard rather black z— 
but no matter for that. How grandly he dreſſes ! 
what a rich doublet he wears ! and ſuch a bouncing 
plume of feathers in his hat! — The court of the 
caſtle ſwarms with his people; there's a power of 


attendants, male and female; ſuch a troop of horſes 
| an 
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and mules, and cheſts and coffers without number. 
What treaſures and bridal preſents muſt they contain! 
The very thought makes my mouth water !—Well, 
heaven has, at laſt, heard my prayer, and 1 ſhall 
live to ſee the happy day, when I ſhall lead my 
ſweet young lady to her bridal-chamber, put on her 
fine head-dreſs, and But ſhe does not hear me! 
— What can ſhe be looking after ſo earneſtly out 
at the window ? 

"Elizabeth. Ah, dear Gertrude, do you not ſee 
Henry's hut down in the valley t=Alas, it is empty! 

Gertrude. Why do you trouble yourſelf about 
Henry's trumpery cottage, when you ought to be 
thinking of Lord Walter's fine caſtle ? 

Elizabeth. A hut with Henry !-——Ah, give me 
but a hut and Henry ! 

Gertrude. Folly, dear child !—Better is better! — 
Nothing kills love like hunger !-But, heyday : 
what's in the wind now? — What, going to let the 
bird fly? | 

Hlizabeth, Yes, he ſhall go !—( She opens the cage 
and lets the bird fly.) Go and ſeek thy mate. 
Gertrude. Unaccountable child !——She has fed, 
and nurſed, and loved that bird, nobody knows how 
long—and now a ſudden fancy comes into her head 
But, hark ! I h-ar them coming. 

Elizabeth. Heaven forbid ! ( She runs out.) 

Gertrude. Lady! — Madam Elizabeth! — Lady 
— Well, well, the is in the right. ſhe muſt put on 
her Sunday clothes, before ſhe ſees the Chevalier. 
Bertha ſhall curl her hair, and ſhe ſhall be dreſſed 
in her new gown, with a long ſweeping train, and 
her gold chain, and—and then, no meat for ſuch as 


Henry, though he were Emperor Henry, the bird- 
catcher*"* [She waddles out, 


6 SCENE 


* One of the Henrys, emperors of Germany, was ſo ex- 
tremely addicted to hawking, that he obtained the name of 
Henry the bauer. Probably it is the author's intention, 


that Gertrude, ſhould. be ſuppoſed. to combine this circum- 


tance with Henry's offer to ich, ſparrows for her cat, and 
thence to produce the title which ſhe here gives him, 7% 
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SCENE III. Enter the Chevalier Warts, an 


| _ Cuno, in cloſe converſation. | 
| Walter. If haply I be not too old for the lovely 
i Elizabeth? : 

| Cuno. Toe old What mean you, my lord? 

Malter. I am paſt the years, when a man can 
:ſmg love-ſongs to his miſtreſs, and dreſs himſelf in 
her colours. | f 

Cuno. My Elizabeth has no colours. She is like 
. a blank ſhield, without any device. 
Malier. Again Scarcely had I paſſed my boyiſh 
years, hen I entered the liſts of glory, 1 a ſſum · 
ed a crowned .lion for my device. Ah, at that time, 
many a lovely girl had rejoiced, to have ſeen me ex- 
change the royal ſavage = a heart pierced through 
with arrows, But, at preſent 
Cuni, Well, at , preſent Are you not ſtill a 
: hardy warrior? 
Malter. That may admit of ſome doubts. In my 
_ pilgrimage to the holy ſepulchre, my frame was 
much battered and weather-beater—the Egyptian 
_ Tan has. burnt and wrinkled my ſorehead— I have 
loft, the uſe of my left arm, through the wounds I 
received from the Saraceng—and from my ſkull be- 
ing laid open, my head has become bald. 
Cuno. —9 teſtimonies of your valour 
the proudeſt ornaments of knighthood ! 
Watter, They may be ſo for a father, but the 
„daughter is no Amazon. 

Cuno. Do not make yourſelf uneaſy !-—— Wait 
here a ſew minutes, Iwill ſend Elizabeth to you, 
and then you may plead your own cauſe. Exit. 

Malter. (alone) What has been ſaid by the old 

oets, who write of love, muſt be true; that valour 
becomes ſpeechleſs before beauty.— To vanquiſh 

a horde of Arabs, would be eafier to me than to 
make love to a pretty girl !-— but here ſhe comes! 
Ho ſhall I accoſt her — When I was prepar- 
ing for my march to the holy ſepulchre, the little 
Elizabeth played with the plume in my helmet and 
now ſhe plays as wantonly with my hear. 
perhaps calts it from her like a worthleſs toy. 
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Chevalier Cuno, believe me, a woman is better 


leaſed with a beardleſs-chin than with a bald pate.--- 
if I cannot throw my arm around her neck, it will 
be matter of indifference that I loſt the uſe of it in an 
encounter with the Saracens.— Walter — Walter! 
— take heed! thou haſt eſcaped the chains of the in- 
fidels; if thou falleſt here into the ſnares of love, 
the Pope's abſolution which thou haſt ſo dearly 
purchaſed, - will avail thee little ! 


SCENE IV. - Enter ELIZAZErR. 


Elizabeth, (with embarraſſment) Good-day to you; © 


moſt valiant knight - my father==ſent me hither. 


Waller. Then, without his commands, I might 


not have had the-pleaſure of ſeeing you? 
Elizabeth. Why not? - Lou are an old friend of 
our family. 
Walter, Is an old friend, in general, equally 
welcome with a young lover? 


Elizabeth. (with confuſion) Theſe are matters 


which you muſt underſtand better than I. 


Walter. So, fo !-My ſweet young lady, you are 


grown a head taller than when I laſt ſaw you. 

Elia. And you are grown much older, chevalier. 

Walter: (afide) Poor encouragement that ! How 
introduce the ſubject now ſ=(after ſome heſitation) 
Ves! yes! time will ruſt the brighteſt armour, But 
you ſeem to have left off your ſprightlineſs, with 
your child's ſhoes. ; 

Elixabeth. Ah! when I wore my child's ſhoes, 
I 'was truly happy! 


Walter. Do . proſpects, then, ſmile leſs pro- 


pitiouſly upon you? 
Elizabeth. An old fortune-teller ' promiſed me 
much good luck—but I fear ſhe 2 falſely. 
Wal. How ?— What did the old woman propheſy? 
Elizabeth. She looked in my hand, and aſſured 
me of abundance of love and joy; and the long 
line, ſhe told me, ſignified that they would endure 
to a very advanced age. 


Wal. Well, che promiſe reſpecting love is fulfilled. - 
G 2 Elizabeth. - 


( 76') 


Elizabeth, Yes | but joy A... 

Walter. Is the bond-man of love, yet ſerves him 
willingly. You know, dear lady, for what purpoſe 
I came hither? © : 

Elizabeth. Ves, my father has informed me of it. 

Malter. I would your heart had anticipated the 
intelligence. | 

Eliaabeth. So my father wiſhes. 

Walter. T am, indeed, above forty years old; 1 
cannot win you by youthſul attractions, neither is 
my love a blazing flame, but rather a genial, equal, 
warmth— no brittle tinſel, but a durable compound 
of faich and truth; My blood is no longer all fer- 
mentation, I am a ſtranger to humours and caprices, 
and am che ſame to-morrow as to-day, honeſt, wich- 
out varniſh, More I cannot ſay.— Now tell me 
your ſentiments. 

Elizabeth. You are a worthy man, I cannot de- 
ceĩve you. | 

Walter. Your eyes: ſpeak but too plainly: you 
could not deceive even a villain. x 

Elizabeth, If my repoſe—if your own repoſe be 
dear to you, take me not as a wife. 

Walter. Take you l—No, I would have you. give 
yourſelf to me as a wife. |; 

Elizabeth, That I cannot do. 

Walter. (ade) I thought as much. 

Elixabeth. My father will compe!l 

Waller. That he ſhall not. 

Elixabeth. Forgive me! 

Wal: Vet, tell me, how have Ideſerved your hatred? 

Elizabeth. J hate no man, much leſs you; I] love 
2 men, and you above many. 

Walter. But, notwithſtanding —— 

Elizabeth. My wiſh is to retire into a convent. 

Walter, Oh, do not take ſo raſh a ſtep l-How- 
ever ſmall may be my worth, you will ſtill be hap- 
pier in my caſtle, than in a convent. 

Elisabeth. T am bound by a vow. 

Malter. To whom ? 

#1:zabeth. To St. Agatha. 


| Walter, Look me in the face l Is what you now 
fay true ? Elizabeth. 
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Elizabeth. (with hefitation) No ! it is not true. 

Walter. A vow may, indeed, bind you, but not to 
St. Agatha? Am I not right in my conjectures, 
dear lady ? 

Elizabeth. I implore your compaſſion. 

Walter. I know not which of us has moſt need of 
compaſſion —— Sooner could I refign you to the cold 
boſom of religion, than to the arms of a youth, who 
will be ſo truly worthy of envy —With me, I ſee, 
it is all over—My ſoothing dreams farewel !—lIn- 
Read of a beloved wife, I muſt be content with the 
chaplain for my companion—inſtead of the cries of 
children, I muſt be ſatisfied with liſtening to the yel- 
ling of my hounds, Walter ! Walter! what intox- 

- ication was thine !——Had'ſt thou not waſted the moſt 
valuable years of thy life in a pilgrimage to the ho- 
ly ſepulchre, thou mighteſt now have been the huſ- [ 
band of a wife, who would have ftrewed hy ſepul- | 
chre with Alowers.—But thou art rightly ſerved !— 
Why. didſt thou ſeek in Paleſtine that happineſs, - | 
which love can beſtow in every clime ? l 

Elizabeth. Dear chevalier !—It- would give me 
fo much pleaſure to ſee you happy EX 

Valter. Yes, if 1 can be ſo without you: — h it 
not true? | 

2 T hear my father — Ab, he will be ſo 
angry | | | 

alter. Would to God I had a child, even though 
ſhe gave me cauſe of anger! 


SCENE V. Emter Cuno. 


Cuno. Well, how ſtand matters? — Are you 
eome to a right underſtanding? 

Walter, Perfectly io. "BY | 

Cuno. Has the girl behaved with prudiſh reſerve. 

Walter. By no means, | 

Cuno. That was right, Elizabeth. And how * 
you like him? | 

Elizabeth, Very. well! 

Cuno. And are you ſatisfied ? 

Elizabeth, If you 8 be ſo. 
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Cuns. Yes, yes, that I am, my dear child I am 
as happy as if I were going to be married myſelf. 
Malter. And that you muſt be 
Cuno. I! | 
Walter. If you mean to have a marriage ſolemni- 
zed in your houſe. * 8 
Cuno, What do you mean but I gueſ - Vou 
are thinking of your own caſtle - But I cannot ſuf- 
fer that —I am a poor man, it is true, but to do 
honour to my Elizabeth's nuptials, Iwill melt down 
the laſt ounce of ſilver.— The wedding muſt be ſo- 
lemnized here at Hallwyl. | ” 
Waiter You miſtake me. 
Cuno. As how? 
Walter. She will not have me. | 
Cuno. What! do you pretend to jeft with me? 
WW. ler. Nothing can be further from my thoughts. 
Cuno. Did you not fay that you were come to a 
rigbt underſtanding ? 8 
Multer. Ves, certainly and I perfectly under- 
ſtand —that all will come to nothing. wm 
Cuno. And that ſhe had fhewn no prudith reſerve? 
Walter Even ſo—but plainly told me, that ſhe 
could not love me. 
Cuno. (to Elizabeth) And you=zyou caſt down 
our eyes — 
Elizabeth. My father 1 | 
Cuno. Does he ſpeak the truth? 
Elizabeth. Be not angry 4 99 
Cuno. Perverſe child Such a chance will not 
of ten come in your way. You are poor —a pretty 
fa. de is but a flender portion, and you know very 
ell that I cannot clothe. you in filk and velvet, and 
curry you from tournament to tournament, to angle 
for hearts, and be-gaped at. You live here in ob- 
ſcurity--- nobody ſees * nobody knows you; my 
friends are few, for I cannot feaſt them; and you 
ought to thank your patron faint, that ſhe has ſent 
you an honeſt man, who, does not deſpiſe our po- 
verty. N 
Wilter, No perſuaſion, chevalier. I fee with 
pleaſure, the hop twine itſelf voluntarily round the 


elm; 
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2 but I cannot endure to ſee it bound by man's 
| Crus, Poch pooh !---A little compulſion at firſt, 

and it ſoon becomes natural.---Elizabeth, prepare 

yourſe li- On All-hallows day, you are to be united 

to this worthy. man, | 


Eliaabeth. Father, I cannot !---Let me retire. 


into a convent ! 


Cune,. Into a convent !+--Do, you mean that ſe- 


riouſly ? ; | 5 
Aliaabetk. Yes, indeed, father !---And the ſooner 
the better, ---There will I pray for you. 
Cuno. What ſignify your prayers to me ?---He 
who will not 2% piouſly, has recourſe to praying. 
I am old and weak, I have no other ſupport, no 
other joy, but you !---And can you then leave me? 
As 1 wept by the death-bed of your mother, as I 
ſobbed out, Who will nurſe me in my old age? 
— the angel opened her eyes once more, fmiled, 
. * J. le expired! , , BY 
 - Elizabeth, (Fall weeping upon his neck) My fa- 
ther! Ob, my dear — 51 * K 
Cuno. I relied upon the inſpiration of an expiring 
faint.---To ſee thee grow up, was my only conſola- 
tion; and as 1 felt wy ſtrength decay, I always ſaid 
within myſelf, © She will be my nurſe, {be and my 
grand: children when lamed by the gout or 1heus 
matiſin, and unable to raiſe the ſpoon to my mouth, 
by them I ſball be fed, hy her and my grand-chit- 
Ar 3» 


en. 
Elizabeth. (careſſing him) Father !---dear father! 
Cuno. When, on account of my fidelity to my 

liege-lord, the count of Greyetz, I was put under 
the ban of che empire --When my fineſt caſtles were 


demoliſhed and ra d--when I Was deprived of all my | 
poſſeſſions J thought within mylelf---the will of 


heaven be done>»-my Elizabeth is ſtill ſpared to, me, 
and ſhould ſhe but meet with a worthy and wealthy 
huſband, then will I go and live with her; and ſhe 
will take care, that in my declining years I ſhall 
want for nothing. -But, alas, poor old man! my 
Elizabeth prefers entering into a convent, and will 


Tatisfy * 


* 
. 
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ſatisfy her conſcience with praying, that the faints 
may aſſiſt that father, whom ſhe herſelf deſerts.--- 
Go, then, go---Gertrude will cloſe my dying eyes. 
(He 19 3 | 

Elizabeth. (violently agitated) Father, you 
weep l- -( turns haſtily to Walter) Chevalier, I 
am your wife! | SUR 

Walter. I ought not to take advantage of ſuch 
exquiſite ſenfibility---Yet the feelings which lead 
you into my arms, are ſo noble, ſo pious, that I muſt 
draw from them ſweet forebodings for my future 
| „ ir ſuch the daughter, what muſt be the 
wife! N 

Cuno. (claſping her eagerly in his arms) She ig 
ſhe is my daughter !—The 'bleffing of a dead mo- 
ther, and a living father's gratitude, ſhall accompa- 
ny her to her new abode ; and if heaven nobly re- 
wards filial piety, it will grant her children like 
herſelf. . 

Elizabeth. Your tears, and the laft ſmiles of a 
dying mother, ſhall be ever prefent to me. 

Walter. (taking à ring from his finger) May 1 
preſent this ring p 

Cuno. Give it me, my fon! (He takes the ring, 

s it on Hlizabeth's trembling finger, and then 
unites their hands.) The bleſſing of heaven reſt 
upon you, and may your deſcendants flouriſh to the 
lateſt generations! (Elizabeth totters.) What is 
the matter ? Gertrude - Gertrude ! 

Elizabeth, Do not call her [only have pati- 
ence with me I It will be over immediately. 

Cuno. Re cover yourſel.—retire awhile to your 
chamber. (A trumpet is heard.) Ha! the watch- 
man on the tower blows his horn !— The viſitors 
ſhall be gueſts at the nuptial - feaſt. 

Elizabeth. Not to-day, my father !—not to-day ! 
I cannot, at this moment, receive your gueſts, as 
would become.your daughter. 


Walter. Be compoſed, my lovely bride, you ſhall 


ſuffer no conſtraint, { 
Elizabeth, I am not well ! -Iadeed I am not 


but I ſhall ſoon be better, (She /ofters on, rai/e 


[es 
hey 
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her hands and eyes.to heaven, and murmurs 10 her- 
elf) Ah, Henry!!! | 
| [ Exit. 


Walter. (hocks after her, and ſhakes his head) 
I cannot rejoice in my good fortune. 

Cund. Be ſatisfied l— Only allow time for the 
bride to drop the character of the maiden. 


SCENE VI. Enter an ATTINDANT. ö 


Altendant. Noble knight, an ambaſſador from 
the count of Burgundy halts at the bridge, and re- 
queſts to _ with you. 

Cunc. From the count of Burgundy !- What 
would he have with me— Perhaps he has (miſtaken 
his deſtination, * 

Attendant. He demanded to ſpeak with the che- 
valier Cuno von Hallwyl. 

Cuno. And the name of the ambaſTador ? 

Attendant, Is count Hugo von Werdenberg. 

Cunc. Incomprehenfible !---Let down the draw- 
bridge ·—aſſiſt kim to diſmount, and conduct him hi- 
ther. (Exit the attendant.) Fame ſpeaks but ill 
of the Count of Burgundy ;---was it not he who 
flew his brother Albert? 

Walter. It is reported that the uſurper is no more, 

Cuno. Poſſibly. But as is the tree, ſo is the 
fruit; do not wiſh to have any concern with his 
ſon. ; p 
Walter. 'The ambaſſador is well known to me ; 
we have broken many a Jlance together in our 
youth. An embaſſy in which count Hugo is con- 
cerned, can be for no unworth7 purpoſe. 


SCENE VII. Enter Count Huco, with a nume- 
rous Suite of Attendants ; among them Hxxny, 
as Page, who Reeps himſelf concealed among the 


7 . 


Hugo, Hail, noble chevalier! 

Cuno. You are welcome, 

Hugo, I entreat for a night's lodging? 
1958 8 * uno. 
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Cuno. I grant it you moſt willingly. 

Hugo. Do I ſee right? — Is not that Walter von 
Blonay ? | 

Walter. The ſame ! 

Hugo. (ſhaking him by the hand) My long ab- 
ſent friend - how fares it with you? 

Walter. The ſun ſtill ſhines upon me. 

Hugo. And with it, I hope, much happineſs !— 
(He turns to Cuno) Sir knight, I have an embaſly 
to you, | v4 as. 

Walter. Speak with confidence. 

Hugo, Henry, count of Burgundy, lord of Arles, 
ſends you friendly greetings, and requires your 

daughter, the noble lady Elizabeth of Hallwyl, as 
his true and lawful wife. | | 

( After @ pauſe, in which Cuno and Walter look at 
2 200 with figns of great aſtoniſhment, Cuno 

1ks 
* Count of Werdenberg, give me your ho- 
nour that this is no miflake. 

Hugo. * Tis none, upon my honour ! 

Cuno. Is your embaſſy, indeed, to Cuno von 
Hallwyl ? | 

Hugo. To Cuno von Hallwyl. 

Cuno. To the poor Cuno! - That Cuno, whom 
the ban of the empire has deprived of all his poſ- 
ſeſſions, and who holds the laſt caſtle that remains to 
him, only in fief from a prieſt, | 

Hugc. Even to him !=Count Henry, of Burgun- 
dy, my gracious lord, defires no other portion than 
your daughter's heart. | . 5 

Cuno. Strange Still more ſtrange How is it 
poſſible your count can have ſo ardent a defire for a 
girl, whom he never ſaw ? | 

Hugo. She is no ſtranger to him He has ſeen her 
fre uently. | 

uno. Has he then fluttered againſt her window 
with the ſwallows? For never has ſhe ſet her foot 
beyond the borders of my domain. 

Hugo. Poſſibly not—Yet he knows and loves her. 

Cuno. I am fincerely ſorry for it; bear back my 
greetings to your lord, tell him I feel myſelf much 

| honoured 
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honoured by his propoſal; but to comply with his 
requeſt, 1s no longer in my power; for my daughter 
1s already betrothed to the noble chevalier Walter 
von Blonay. 

Hugo. You ſhock me Chevalier Blonay, many 
a time, in our youth, have you carried away from 
me the prize of arms, yet I repined not; but the 
- wreath of love I cannot grant you, without the 
ſtrongeſt envy. | 

Walter. And perhaps now, I have only ſeen the 
buds ſhoot forth, that your hand may pluck the 
ſweet bloſſoms. 

Cuno, What mean you by that? Do you doubt 
my honour as a knight ?-Never has Cuno von Hall- 
wyl broken his word, and Elizabeth now bears your 
E her finger, 

alter, This was no more than I expected from 
you, noble knight, and I return you thanks. But 
the queſtion is not what becomes you, and pleaſes me 
—Y our word of honour I ſolemnly give you back; 
Elizabeth alone muſt decide the matter. 

Cuno. God only knows how fondly my paternal 
heart hangs upon the girl; but were ſhe capable of 
deviating from the conduct which I require and ex- 
pect from her, I would tear her from that heart for 
ever. Go, one of you, and call my daughter hither. 

. [Exit one of the attendants, 

Cuno. (to Hugo) Sir knight, be not offended 
with ' me—-you know what honour — res, and 
though I cannot comply with your requeſt, you are, 
notwithſtanding, truly welcome to my houſe. 

Hugo: Still I do not renounce all hope, 

Walter, With permiſſion, fir, how old may be 
your lord ? 

Hugo. Nineteen years. 


Walter. * !-Youth ſhould always pluck | 
e 


the bluſhing roſe. 
Cuno. Only be reſolute, and it will yet bloſſom 
among your laurels, 


SCENE VIII. Enter Eluzazzta. 


Elizabeth. You ſent for me, father ? 
Cuno. Come near. This knight is count Hugo 
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of Werdenberg. -( Elizabeth curtfies medefily.) He 
ſolicits your hand, in the name of his lord, the count 
of Burgundy, | 

Elizabeth. You jeſt, father! | 

Hugo. It is no jeſt, young lady. Permit me to 
be the firſt who chall ſalute the neh counteſs of 
Burgundy, as my ſuture ſovereign. 

lixabeth. Good knight, you take me for a child. 
Who is this count of Burgundy ?- Do I know him? 
Have 1 ever heard of him? 

Hugo. He loves you ardently. 

Elixabeth. How can he love me? — Has he ſeen 
me in a dream? 

Hugo. If you cannot truſt my words, accept chis 
trinket as a teſtimony of their truth. It was ſent by 
the counteſs Matilda, mother of the young count, 
to her beloved daughter-in-law. | 
-  Blizabeih. Does my embarraſſment divert you? 
Can my good father ſuffer me to be thus trifled with ? 

Cuno. Sport with you: No, Elizabeth, the pro- 
poſal is ſerious— With the daughter of Cuno von 
Hallwyl, no man ſhall dare to ſport. I have alrea- 
dy ſaid what my duty required —it is your part t6 
ſpeak now, and ſay only what your heart ſhall 
dictate. 

Elixabeth. Ah, my father! —You know that my 
heart is devoted to one alone - that one is loſt to me 
—Dear Henry, if I muſt not poſſeſs you, even a 
throne can have no charms in my eyes Love for 
you, my father, induced me to promiſe myſelf to 
this worthy man, and I will keep my word. (Se 
gives her hand to Walter, and then turns to Hugo) 
Sir knight, tell your lord, that Elizabeth von Hall- 
wyl is betrothed. 


Henry. 2 out from among the ſuite) No, | 


do not tell him ſo, good knight, for he will expire 
with grief. 
Etizabeth. Henry! ( ſhe faints.) | 
Cuno and Walter, What was that? (looking ca- 
gerly among the ſuite.) 
Hugs. My part is coneluded Count Henry, you 
muſt now be your own advocate. 
| ” Henry. 
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Henry. (throwing himſelf at Elizabeth's feet, 
Away with this bauble—this crown !—Here I lay it 
at Elizabeth's feet, She loved the poor, the hum- 
ble Henry---the'humble Henry ſhall ſhe recognize 
again, when ſhe opens her lovely eyes. | 

Cuno. Heavens, what can this mean !-- Do I not 
ſee Henry, the ſon of the old hermit? - 

Hugo. The ſon of the - murdered count Albert of 
Burgundy, who, for eighteen years, has been de- 
Yrived of his paternal inheritance, by the ſame 

barous uncle who deprived his father of life. 

Elizabeth. (r:covering) Henry, are you here? 

Henry. Think on your oath, by St. Agatha. 

Elzabeth. My Henry! - | 
Henry. Have you * away my mother's 
trinket ?---Behold where, within it, lies the flower 


7 


which you gave me at our parting. 
a n 


Elizabeth. Was and do I now awake in 
heaven ? 5 


Cuno. What mean theſe wonders ?---And where 


is brother Peter? ; 


F Hugo. Changed into the chevalier John von Bon- 
etten. | 
Elizabeth. (pointing to Walter) Father for the 
love of God !---I cannot be that man's wiſe ! » 
Walter. God forbid that 1 ſhould ſeparate ſuck 
a pair! Remember me with kindneſs, ſweet young 


lady, and wear my ring as the memorial of a faith- 
ful friend, 


Henry. (Springs up and falls on Walter's neck) 
Fake all my he rein leave only this ! 
Walter. *T'was by love that you obtained it. 
Cuno. The hand of Providence has directed all this. 
Henry and Elizabeth, (throwing themſelves at Cu- 
n0's feet) Your blefling, father 
E Crus. (bending over them) Take it in tears of 
JoF 5 _ +. ; 
The Suite, Long live the young counteſs of 


Burgund)!!! 


[The Curtain fall.] 
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